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7 I. will be to little purpoſe, the Author preſumes, to N 
offer any reaſons, why the following poems appear 
in public; for it is ten to one whether he gives the 
true; and if he does, it is much greater odds, whether 
the gentle reader is ſo courteous as to believe him, He 
could tell the world, according to the laudable cuſtom 
of Prefaces, that it was through the irreſiſtible impor- 
tunity of friends, or ſome other excuſe of ancient re- 
W nown, that he ventured them to the preſs; but he 
& thought it much better to leave every man to gueſs for 
himſelf, and then he would be ſure to ſatisfy himſelf :. 
for, let what will be pretended, people are grown "XI 
very apt to fancy they are always in. the right, that, 
unleſs it. hit their. humour, it is immediately condemn- 
ed for a ſham and hypocriſy, _ 

In ſhort, that which wants an excuſe for being; in 
print, ought. not to have been printed at all; but whe- 
ther the enſuing poems deſerve to ſtand in that claſs, the 

world muſt have leave to determine. What faults the 
true judgment of the Gentleman may find out, it is to 
be hoped his candour and. good-humour will eaſily 
pardon ; but thoſe which the peeviſhneſs and ill- nature 
of the Critic may diſcover, muſt expect to be unmer- 
cifully uſed : Though, methinks, it is a very prepoſte= 
rous pleaſure, to ſcratch other perſons till the blood 
aner, and then laugh at and ridicule them. 
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wih it from the diſcerning Few. It is not the multi- 
tude of applauſes, but the good ſenſe of the applauders, 
which eſtabliſnes a valuable reputation; and if a Rymer 
or a Congreve ſay it is well, he will not be at all lolici- 
tous how great the majoclty may be to the contrary, | 


4 PREFACE. 


Some perſons, perhaps, may wonder, how Things of © | 
this Nature dare come into the world without the pro- 
tection of ſome great name, as they call it, and a ful- i 


ſome Epiltle Dedicatory to his Grace, or Right Honour- # 


able: for, if a Poem ſtruts out under my Lord's Patro- WR 
nage, the Author imagines it is no leſs than ſeandalum 1 
magnatum to diſlike it; eſpecially if he thinks fit to 
tell the world, that this ſame Lord is a perſon of. 
Wonderful Wit and Underſtanding, a notable judge of 4 
Poetry, and a very conſiderable Poet himſelf. But if 
a Poem have no intrinſic excellencies, and real beauties, 
the greateſt name in the world will never induce a man | 
of ſenſe to approve it; and if it has them, Tom Pi- 
| per's is as good as my Lord Duke's ; the only difference 
is, Tom claps half an ounce of ſnuff into the Poet's 
hand, and his Grace twenty guineas : for, indeed there 
lies the ſtrength of a great name, and the greateſt pro- 3 
tſtection an Author can receive from it. 1 
10 pleaſe every one, would be a new thing; a to 
write ſo as to pleaſe nobody, would be as new : for | 
even Quarles and Withers have their admirers. The 
Author is not ſo fond of fame, to defire it from the in- | 


judicious Many; nor of ſo mortified a temper, not to 
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| J. Heaven the perfil liberty would give, 
5 That I might chuſe my method how to live; 
And all thoſe hours propitious Fate ſhould lend, 
in bliſsful caſe and ſatisfaction ſpend; 
| Near ſome fair town I'd have a private ſeat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great: 
Better, if on a riſing ground i it ſtood; 
WOn this fide fields, on that a neighbouring wood. 
Wt ſhonld within no other things contain, 
But what are uſeful, neceſſary, plain: 
Methinks 'tis nauſeous ;. and I'd ne'er endure 
F [he needleſs pomp of gaudy furniture. 
A little garden, grateful to the eye; 
And a cool rivulet run murmuring by : 
On whoſe delicious banks a ſtately row = 
Of ſhady limes, or ſycamores, ſhould grow. 25 
At th' end of which a ſilent ſtudy plac'd, 
Should be with all the nobleſt authors grac A: 25 
Horace and Vireil, in whoſe mighty lines 
mmortal wit, and ſolid learning, ſhines ; 
Sharp Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too, 
Who all the t turns of love's ſoft paſſion knew: :. 
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He that with judgment reads his charming lines, 
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In which ftrong art with ſtronger nature joins, 
Muſt grant his fancy does the beſt excel; 


| His thoughts ſo tender, and expreſs'd ſo well : 
With all thoſe moderns, men of fteady ſenſe, 
Eſteem'd for learning, and for eloquence. 


In ſome of theſe, as fancy ſhould adviſe, 


I'd always take my morning exerciſe : 
Poor ſure no minutes bring us more content, 


Than thoſe in pleaſing, uſeful ſtudies ſpent. 


I d have a clear and competent eſtate, 


That I might live genteely, but not great: 
As much as [ could moderately ſpend ; 
A little more, ſometimes t' oblige a friend. 
Nor ſhould the ſons of poverty repine 
Too much at fortune, they ſhould taſte of mine; 
And all that objects of true pity were, 5 
Should be reliev'd with what my wants could ſpare: 
For that our Maker has too largely given, 
Should be return'd in gratitude to Heaven. 
A frugal plenty ſhould my table ſpread ; 
With healthy, not luxurious, diſhes ſpread : 
Enough to ſatisfy, and ſomething more, 


To feed the ſtranger, and the neighbouring poor, . | 


Strong meat indulges vice, and Nr; Road © 


_ Creates diſeaſes, and inflames the blood. 


But what 's ſufficient to make nature Sr, 
And the bright lamp of life continue long, 
I d freely take; and, as I did poſſeſs, 


The bounteous Author of my plenty bleſs. 
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| Us'd with reſpect, and not uneaſy be, 


| What freedom, prudence, and right reaſon gave, Fel 


THE CHOICE, »y 
1 d have a little vault, but always ſtor'd 


W With the beſt wines each vintage could afford, 
wine whets the wit, improves its native force, 
And gives a pleaſant flavour to diſcourſe : 
Buy making all our ſpirits debonair, 

= "Throws off the lees, the ſediment of care, 


But as the greateſt blefling Heaven lends * 


; May be debauch'd, and ſerve ignoble ends; 


So, but too oft, the grape's refreſhing juice 
Does many miſchievous effects produe. 
My houſe ſhould no ſuch rude diſorders know, 


As from high drinking conſequently flow; 


Nor would I uſe what was ſo kindly given, 


| 'To the diſhonour of indulgent Heav» n. 


If any neighbour came, he ſhould be free, 5 


In my retreat, or to himſelf or me. 


All men may, with impunity, receive: 
But the leaſt ſwerving from their rule 's too much; 3 


For what 's forbidden us, tis death to touch. 


That life may be more comfortable yet, 
And all my joys refin'd, fincere, and great; 
I'd chooſe two friends, whoſe company would be 
A great advance to my felicity : , 
Well-born, of humours ſuited to my own, 


| Diſcreet, and men as well as books have known: 


Brave, generous, witty, and exactly free 


From looſe behaviour, or formality : : 


- Þ  POMFRET'S POEMS. 
; Airy and prudent ; merry, but not light; * 
| Quick in diſcerning, and in judging right: 
| Secret they ſhould be, faithful to their truſt ; 
In reaſoning cool, ſtrong, temperate, and juſt; 
Obliging, open, without huffing, brave; 
Briſk in gay talking, and in ſober, grave: 
Cloſe in diſpute, but not tenacious ; ; try ; 
By ſolid reaſon, and let that decide: 
Not prone to luſt, revenge, or envious hate; 3 
Nor buſy medlers with intrigues of ſtate: 
Strangers to ſlander, and ſworn foes to ſpite; 
Not quarrelſome, but ſtout enough to fight; 
Loyal, and pious, friends to Cæſar; true 
As dying Martyrs, to their Maker too. 
In their ſociety I could not miſs 
A permanent, ſincere, ſabſtantial bliſs. | 5 
i Would bounteous Heaven once more indulge, 1d 
(For who would ſo much ſatisfaction loſe, [ chooſe 
As witty nymphs, in converſation, give). 
Near ſome obliging modeſt fair to live: 
For there 's that ſweetneſs in a female mind, 
Which in a man's we cannot hope to find; . 
That, by a ſeeret, but a powerful art, 5 | 
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Winds up the ſpring of life, and does impart 
_ Freſh vital heat to the tranſported. heart. 
1 d have her reaſon all her paſſion ſway: 
Faſy in company, in private gay: 
Coy to a fop, to the deſerving free; 
Still conſtant to herſelf, and juſt to me. __” 
„%%% oy A ſoul 


dul ſhe ſhould have for great actions fit; 

prudence and wiſdom to direct her wit: 

Courage to look bold danger in the face; 
No fear, but only to be proud, or baſe; 

5 Quick to adviſe, by an emergence preſt, 

To give good counſel, or to take the beſt. 
1d have th' expreſſion of her thoughts be ſuch, 
she might not ſeem reſerv'd, nor talk too much = * 
Tbat ſhews a want of judgment, and of ſenſe ;. 

ore than. enough is but impertinence. 
er conduct regular, her mirth refin'd ; 

Civil to ſtrangers, to her neighbours kind: 
Averſe to vanity, revenge, and pride; ; 

In all the methods of deceit untry d: 

o faithful to her friend, and good to all, 
No cenſure might upon her actions fall: 
Then would ev'n envy be compell'd to „ 
She goes the leaſt of womankind aſtray. 

To this fair creature I'd ſometimes retire; 
Her converſation would new Joys inſpire; : 
BE Give life an edge ſo keen, no ſurly. care 
WW Would venture to aſſault my ſoul, or. dare, 
Near my retreat, to hide one ſecret ſnare. 

But ſo divine, ſo noble a repaſt 
| I 'd ſeldom, and with moderation, taſte: 
For higheſt cordials all their virtue loſe, 
By a too frequent and too bold a uſe; 
And what would cheer. the ſpirits in diſtreſs, . 
Ruins our health, when taken to exceſs, 
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I'd be concern'd in no litigious jar; 
Belov'd by all, not vainly popular. 
Whateꝰ er aſſiſtance I had power to bring, 
T oblige my country, or to ſerve my king, 
 Whene'er they call, Id readily afford 
My tongue, my pen, my counſel, or my ſword. 
Law-ſuits I'd ſhun, with as much ſtudious care, 
As I would dens where hungry lions are ; 
And rather put up injuries, than be 
A plague to him, who d be a plague to me. 
I valve quiet at a price too great, 
To give for my revenge fo dear a rate: 

For what do we by all our buſtle gain, 

But counterfeit delight for real pain? 
If Heaven a date of many years would give, 
= : Thus I 'd in pleaſure, eaſe, and plenty hre. 

And as II near approach'd the verge of life, 

' Some kind relation (for I 'd have no wife) 

} Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
| Whilſt I did for a better ſtate prepare. 

Then Id not be with any trouble vex d, 
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l Nor have the evening of my days pears ; 

'j But by a ſilent and a peaceful death, | 

| | Without a ſigh, reſign my aged vent. 

ll And when committed to the duſt, I'd have 

i Few tears, but friendly, dropt into my grave, 
il Ihen would my exit ſo propitious be, 


All men would wiſh to live and die like * 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASON, 


A VISIO N 


H o gloomy thoughts diſturb'd my anxious breaſt 5 
All che long night, and drove away my reſt; | 


AM Juſt as the dawning day began to riſe, 


| A grateful lumber clos'd my waking eyes; | 
But active fancy to ſtrange regions flew, 
And brought ſurprizing objects to my view. 


Methought I walk'd in a delightful orove, +, 


: . | The ſoft retreat of gods, when gods make love. ; 


1 | Each beauteous object my charm'd ſoul amaz d, | 


And I on each with equal wonder gaz 1 
Nor knew which moſt delighted: all was fine : 
The noble product of ſome Power Divine. 


12 But as I travers'd the obliging ſhade, 


Which myrtle, jeſſamine, and roſes, made, 


5 I ſaw a perion whole celeſtial face 
At firſt declar'd her goddeſs of the place: ; 


But I diſcover'd, when approaching near, 


An aſpect full of beauty, but ſevere. 
Bold and majeſtic; every awful look 


Into my ſoul a ſecret horror ſtruck, = 
Advancing farther on, ſhe made a ſtand, 
And beckon'd me; I, kneeling, kiſs'd her hand: 


Then thus began— Bright Deity! (for ſo 


You are, 1 no mortals ſuch eden know} 


22 POMFRET'S POEMS. 7 
E may intrude ; but how I was convey'd ; 
Fo this ſtrange place, or by what powerful aid, 
; 17 m wholly i ignorant; nor know I more, 
Or where I am, or whom I do adore. 
Inſtruct me then, that I no longer may 
In darkneſs ſerve the goddeſs I obey. 

Youth! ſhe reply'd, this place belongs to one;. 5 
: By whom you Il be, and thouſands are bbs 
Theſe pleaſant walks, and all theſe ſhady bowers,. 
Are in the government of dangerous powers. 
Love 's the capricious maſter: of this coaſt; 
This fatal labyrinth, where fools are loſt. 

1 dwell not here amidſt theſe gaudy things, 
Whoſe ſhort enjoyment no true 3 * 
But have an empire of a nobler kind: 
My regal ſeat 's in the celeſtial mind; 

Where, with a godlike and a peaceful und, 
I rule, and make thoſe happy I command. 
For, while I govern, all within 's at reſt;. 
No ſtormy paſſion revels in my breaſt : 8 

Rut when my power is deſpicable grown, 

And rebel appetites vſurp the throne, 

The ſoul no longer quiet thoughts enjoys; ; 

But all is tumult, and eternal-noiſe. =_ | 
Know, youth! I'm Reaſon, which you ve oſt deſpis d: | 
I am that Reafon, which you never-priz'd d: 
And though my argument ſueceſsleſs prove, | 
[(For Reaſon ſeems impertinence in love) _ 
Yet I 'I not ſee my charge (for all mankind 
Are to my guardianſhip by Heaven aſſign'd) 


3 


2 
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=. to the graſp of any ruin run, | 

hat I can warn them of, and they may ſhun. | 

3 ly, youth, theſe guilty ſhades; retreat in time, 

a Fre your miſtake 's converted to a crime: 

Mor ignorance no longer can atone, 

hyhen once the error and the fault is known. 
os thought perhaps, as giddy Pau inclines, ; 

Y mprudently to value all that ſhines, 

In theſe retirements freely to poſſeſs 

4 [rue joy, and ſtrong ſubſtantial b | 

ot here gay Folly keeps her court, and here, 

NF n crowds, her tributary Fops apnear ; 

no, blindly laviſh of their golden days, 

WT onſume them all in her fallacious ways. 

Pert Love with her, by joint enen. rules 

A n this capacious realm of idle fools ; 
"A Who, by falſe hearts, and popular 3 

he careleſs, fond, unthinking mortal cheats. 

ris eaſy to deſcend into the ſnare, 

WBy the pernicious conduct of the fair; 

| 1 But ſafely to return from this abode, 

equires the wit, the prudence of a god: _ 

Though you, who have not taſted that alight, . 
2) hich only at a diſtance charms your fight, 

ay, with a little toil, retrieve your heart: 

© hich loſt is ſubje& to eternal ſmart, * 

right Delia's beauty, I muſt needs confeſs, 
truly great; nor would I make it leſs : 5 

bat were to wrong her, where ſhe merits moſt; 


at dragons guard the fruit, and rocks the coaſt, 
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| And who. would run, that * 8 \ moderately with; 
A certain danger, for a doubtful prize? 
If you miſcarry, you are loſt ſo far 


| You 'll ne'er recover, but muſt always wear 
Thoſe chains you II find it difficult to bear, 


Old age, and frozen impotence to love: 
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Avoid the ſight of thoſe victorious eyes, 
Delicious ruin, and a pleaſing ſmart. 


And love the danger, which you ought to fear. 
If the light pains you labour under now, 
Deftroy your eaſe, and make your ſpirits. bow ; 
You'll find them much more grievous to be borne, 
When heavier made by an imperious ſcorn: 
Nor can you hope, ſhe will your paſſion. hear 
With ſofter notions, or a kinder ear, 
Than thoſe of other ſwains ; who always found, 
She rather widen'd than clos'd up the wound. 


Whate'er you d aſk, nay, all you can receive; 
The ſhort-liv'd pleaſure would ſo quickly cloy, 
Bring ſuch a weak, and ſuch a feeble joy, 
You d have but ſmall encouragement to boaſt | 
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(For there 's no erring twice in love and war) 


Delia has charms, I own; ſuch charms would move 
But do not venture, where ſuch danger lies; 
Whoſe poiſonous rays do to the ſoul impart 


You draw, inſenſibly, deſtruction near; 


But grant, ſhe ſhould indulge your flame, and give : 1 


The tinſel rapture worth the pains it coſt, 
Conſider, Strephon, ſoberly of things, 
What ſtrange inquietudes Love always brings! = 
„„ 5 „„ The 
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he fooliſh fears, vain hopes, and jealouſies, 
Which {till attend upon this fond diſeaſe : 
ow you muſt cringe and bow, ſubmit and whine 3 A 
Pall every feature, every look, divine: 
dommand each ſentence with an humble ſmile ; 
Though nonſenſe, ſwear it is a heavenly ſtyle : 3 
WScrvilely rail at all ſhe diſapptoves ; Bi 

Nad as ignobly flatter all ſhe loves: 
Wcnounce your very ſenſe, and filent fit, 
nile ſhe puts off impertinence for wit: 23 
7 ike ſetting-dog, new whipp'd for ſpringing game, 
= Nou muſt be made, by due correction, tame. 
WB ut if you can endure the nauſeous rule 
Por woman, do; love on, and be a fool. 
Z You know the danger, your own methods uſe ; 
The good or evil 's in your power to chooſe : 3 
: But who 'd expect a ſnort and dubious bliſs 
f Dn the declining of a preeipice; 
WW here if he flips, not fate itſelf can ſave 
be falling wretch from an untimely grave? 
Thou great direftreſs of our minds, ſaid I, 
e ſafely on your dictates may rel 
nd that which you have now fo kindly prelt, 
Is true, and, without contradiction, beſt: 
hut with a ſteady ſentence to control 
be heat and vigour of a youthful ſoul, 
While gay temptations hover in our ſight, 
And daily bring new objects of delight, 
Which on us with ſurprizing beauty ſmile, 
I diffcult; but! is a noble toil, 
The 
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T 'll chace her bright idea from my breaſt : 
And Delia's charms o'er Reaſon do prevail, 
Love was my foe; and Love 's a deity. 


In your attempt to curb impetuous Love: 
Then will proud paſſion on her rightful lord, 
You to yourſelf, I to my throne reſtor d:. 

But to confirm your courage, and inſpire | 
Your reſolution with a bolder fire, £9 
Follow me, youth! I 'll ſhew you that ſhall 1 move 
Vour ſoul to curſe the tyranny of Love. Y 


: Which melancholy yew and cypreſs made ; 3 
Where I beheld an antiquated pile 
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Like vapours teeming from a ſulphurous cell. 
_ "The ruin'd wall, compos'd of ſtinking mud, 
Oer-grown with hemlock, on ſupporters ſtood ; 


I was both an hoſpital, and bedlam too. 


| Before the entrance, mouldering bones were ſpread, 
Some ſkeletons entire, ſome lately dead; 
A little rubbiſh looſely ſcatter'd o'er 


2 heir bodies uninterr d, lay round the door. | 
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The beſt may ſlip, and the moſt cautious fall ; 
He 's more than mortal that ne'er err'd at all. 
And though fair Delia has my ſoul poſſeſt, 

At leaſt, IU make one eſſay. If I fail, 


I may be, ſure, from rigid cenſures free, 


Then ſhe rejoin'd ; may you ſucceſsful prove, 


Then ſhe convey'd me to a diſmal ſhade, 
Of rugged building 1n a narrow iſle; 


The water round it gave a nauſeous ſmell, 


As did the roof, ungrateful to the view: 


_ ; 
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o funeral rites to any here were paid, 

JH zut dead like dogs into the duſt convey d. 

rom hence, by Reaſon's conduct, I was brought, 
Fe 13 various turnings to a ſpacious vault, 

here I beheld, and 't was a mournful fight, 

at crowds of wretches all debarr'd from light, 

Z dut what a few dim lamps, expiring, had; 

I Which made the proſpect more amazing ſad. 

F dome wept, ſome rav'd, ſome muſically mad: 

EBone ſwearing loud, and others laughing: * ; 

cre always talking; others always dumb, 

lere one, a dagger in his breaſt, expires, 

1 quenches with his blood his amorous fires: 

WT here hangs a ſecond; and, not far remov'd, 

WA third lies poiſon'd, who falſe Celia lov'd. 

ll forts of madneſs, every kind of death, 

By which unhappy mortals loſe their breath, 

ere here expos'd before my wandering eyes, 

he ſad effects of female treacheries; 

Others I ſaw, who were not quite bereft 

Pf ſenſe, though very ſmall remains were left, ? 

Curſing the fatal folly of their youth, 

or truſting to perjurious woman's truth. 

hbeſe on the left. Upon the right a view 

Jof equal horror, equal miſery too; 

mazing! all employ'd my troubled thought, 

And, with new wonder, new averſion brought, 7 

There I beheld a wretched, numerous throng. 

Of pale, lean mortals ; ſome lay fixerch' d along 7 

Vor. &VIL- 6 On 


Hold Reaſon brought me to another cave, 
Dark as the inmoſt chambers of the grave. EY 


5 Methought I felt the miſeries they bore. 
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On beds of ſtraw, diſconſolate and poor; ; 
Others extended naked on the floor ; 
Exil'd from human pity, here they lie, 
And know no end of miſery till they die, 
But death, which comes in gay and proſperous days, 
Too ſoon, in time of miſery delays. 5 
I beſe dreadful ſpectacles had fo much power, 
I vow'd, and ſolemnly, to love no more: 
For ſure that flame is kindled from below, 
Which breeds ſuch ſad variety of woe. 
Then we deſcended, by ſome few degrees, 

From this ſtupendous ſcene of miſeries; 


Here, youth, ſhe cry'd, in the acuteſt pain, 

'Thoſe villains lie, who have their fathers ſlain, 

Stabb'd their own brothers, nay, their friends, to pleaſe 
Ambitious, proud, revengeful miſtreſſes; . 

Who, after all their ſervices, preferr d 

Some rugged fellow of the brawny herd 

Before thoſe wretches ; who, deſpairing, dwell. 

In agonies no human tongue can tell. 

Darkneſs prevents the too amazing fight ; 

And you may bleſs the happy want of light. 

But my tormented ears were fill'd with fighs, 

Expiring groans, and lamentable cries, 

So very ſad I could endure no more; 


Ihen to my guide ſaid I, For pity now 
Conduct me back; here I confirm my vo. 
| | | | Which, 


ſe 
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Which, if I dare infringe, be this my fate, 


| To die thus wretched, and repent too late. 
| The charms of beauty I Il no more purſue : 


Delia, farewell, farewell for ever too. 

Then we return'd to the delightful grove ; - 
Where Reaſon till diſſuaded me from Love. 
You ſee, ſhe cry'd, what miſery attends 


On Love, and where too frequently 1 it ends ; 3 


And let not that unweildy paſſion ſway 
Your ſoul, which none but whining fools obey. 5 


| The maſculine, brave ſpirit ſcorns to own 


The proud uſurper of my ſacred throne ; 5 


Nor with idolatrous devotion pays 


To the falſe god, or ſacrifice, or praiſe. 1 
The Syren's muſic charms the ſailor's ear; * 
But he is ruin'd if he ſtops to hear: 
And, if you liſten, Love's harmonious voice 
As much delights, as certainly deſtroys, 
Ambroſia mix'd with Aconite may have 

A pleaſant taſte, but ſends you to the grave: 
For though the latent poiſon may be fill 

A while, it very ſeldom fails to kill. 8 
But who'd partake the food of 8 to die 
Within a day, or live in miſery? _ 

Who 'd eat with emperors, if o'er his head. 

A poniard hung but by a fingle thread“? 
Love's banquets are extravagantly ſweet, 
And either kill, or ſurfeit, ail that eat; 


- ® The feaſt of Democles. 
| C 2 | Who, | 
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” Who, when the ſated appetite is tir'd, 
Een loath the thoughts of what they once admir'd, 
| You ve promis'd, Strephon, to forſake the charms 
Df Delia, though ſhe courts you to her : arms: 
And ſure I may your reſolution truſt; 
You 'll neyer want temptation, but be oft. 
Vows of this nature, youth, muſt not be broke; 
| You 're always bound, though 't is a gentle yoke. 
Would men be wiſe, and my advice purſue, 
Love's conqueſts would be ſmall, his triumphs few :; 
For nothing can oppoſe his tyranny, 
With ſuch a proſpe& of ſucceſs as I. 
| Me he deteſts, and from my preſence flies, 
Who knows his arts, and ftratagems deſpiſe, 
. By which he cancels mighty Wiſdom' 8 rules, 
Io make himſelf the deity of fool: 
Him dully they adore, him blindly ſerve, 
Some while they 're ſots, and others while they ſtarve; 
For thoſe who under his wild conduct go, 
Either come coxcombs, or he makes them ſo; _ 
His charms deprive, by their ſtrange influence, 
The brave of courage, and the wiſe of ſenſe: 
In vain philoſophy would ſet the mind 
At liberty, if once by him confin'd : 
The ſcholar's learning, and the poet's wit, 
A while may ſtruggle, but at laſt ſubmit : 
Well-weigh'd reſults and wiſe concluſions ſeem | 
But empty chat, impertinence to him: 
His opiates ſeize ſo ſtrongly on the brain, 5 
They make all prudent application vain: . 
5 N vr 
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If, therefore, you reſolve to live at eaſe; * | 


Jo taſte the ſweetneſs of internal peace; 


Would not for ſafety to a battle fly, 

Or chooſe a ſhipwreck, if afraid to die; 5 

Far from theſe pleaſurable ſhades remove, 

And leave the fond, inglorious toil of Love. 
This ſaid, ſhe vaniſh'd, and methought I found 

Myſelf tranſported to a riſing ground; 

From whence I did a pleaſant vale ſurvey, 

Large was the proſpect, beautiful, and gay, 

There I beheld th' apartments of delight, 

Whoſe curious forms oblig'd the wondering . ; 

Some in full view upon the champain plac'd, 

With lofty walls and cooling ſtreams embrac'd: : 

Others, in ſhady groves, retir'd from noiſe, 

The ſeat of private and exalted joys. 

At a great diſtance I perceiv'd there ſtood 

A ſtately building in a ſpacious wood. 

Whoſe gilded turrets rais'd their beauteous heads 

High in the air, to view the neighbouring meads, 

Where vulgar lovers ſpend their happy days, 

In ruſtic dancing, and delightful plays. a 

But while I gaz'd with admiration _— | 

1 heard from far celeſtial muſic ſound: 

So ſoft, ſo moving, ſo harmonious, all 

The artful charming notes did riſe and fall; 

My ſoul, tranſported with the graceful airs, 

Shook off the preſſures of its former fears: : 

felt afreſh the little god begin 

To ſtir himſelf, and gentle move within. „ 

— 3 V 
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Then I repented I had vow'd no more 

To love, or Delia's beauteous eyes adore, 

Why am I now condemn'd to baniſhment, 

And made an exile, by my own conſent ? 

J fighing cry'd, why ſhould I live in pain 

Thoſe fleeting hours which ne'er return again? 

O Delia! what can wretched Strephon do! 

Inhuman to himſelf, and falſe to you! : 

- *Tis true, I've. promis'd Reaſon to remove 
From theſe retreats, and quit bright Delia's love: 
But is not Reaſon partially unkind? _ 

Are-all her votaries, like me, confin'd ? 

Muſt none, that under her dominion lire, 5 
To Love and Beauty veneration give? 
Why then did Nature youthful Delia grace 

With a majeſtic mien, and charming face? 
Why did ſhe. give her that ſurprizing air; 

Make her ſo gay, ſo witty, and ſo fair; 
Miſtreſs of all that can affection move, 

If Reafon will not ſuffer us to love? 

But, ſince it muſt be fo, I Il hafte away; 
is fatal to return, and death to ſtay. 

From you, bleſt ſhades! (i I may call you fo 
Inculpable) with mighty pain Igo: 
Compell'd from hence, I leave my quiet here; 
J may find ſafety, but I buy it dear. . 
Then turning round, I ſaw a beauteous 15 

Such as of old were meſſengers of joy: 
Who art thou, or from whence ? if ſent, faid 1, 

To me, my haſte requires a quick reply. 
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I come, he cry'd, from yon celeſtial grove, 
Where ſtands the temple of the God of Love; 
With whoſe important favour you are grac'd, 
And juſtly in his high protection plac'd : 
Be grateful, Strephon, and obey that god, 
Whoſe ſceptre ne'er is chang'd into a rods 
That god, to whom the haughty and the proud, 
The bold, the braveſt, nay, the beſt, have bow'd Il 
That god, whom all the leſſer gods adore; | 
| Firſt in exiſtence, and the firſt in power. 
From him I come, on embaſſy divine, 
| Fo tell thee, Delia, Delia may be thine; 
To whom all beauties righful tribute pay ;z 
Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay, 
If you dare puſh your fortune, if you dare 
Put be reſolved, and preſs the yielding fair, 
Succeſs and glory will your labours crown; 
For Fate does rarely on the valiant frown, 58 
But, were you ſure to be unkindly us'd, 
Boldly receiv'd, and ſcornfully refus'd ; 
He greater glory and more fame obtains, 
Who loſes Delia, than who Phyllis gains. 
But, to prevent all fears that may ariſe, 
(Though fears ne'er move the daring and the wiſe) | 
In the s 34 volumes of eternal doom, Sf 
Where all things paſt, and preſent, and to come, 
Are writ, I ſaw theſe words“ It is decreed, 
That Strephon's love to Delia ſhall ſucceed.” 
What would you more ? While youth and vigour laſt, 
Lore, and be happy; they decline too faſt, Os 

3 3 
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In youth alone you 're capable to prove 
The mighty tranſports of a generous love: 
For dull old-age, with fumbling labour, cloys 
| Before the bliſs, or gives but wither'd joys. 
_ Youth 's the beſt time for action mortals have; 
That paſt, they touch the confines of the grave. 
Now, if you hope to lie in Delia's arms, 


To die in raptures, or diſſolve in charms, 


Quick to the bliſsful, happy manſion fly, 
Where all is one continu'd extaly, 
Delia impatiently expects you there: 


And ſure you will not diſappoint the fair. 


None but the impotent or old would ſtay, 
When Love invites, and Beauty calls away. 


Oh! you convey, ſaid I, dear charming _ 


| Into my ſoul a ſtrange diſorder'd j _: 
I would, but dare not, your advice purſue ;. 


I've promis'd Reaſon, and I muſt be true, 


| Reaſon 's the rightful empreſs of the ſoul ; 
Does all exorbitant defires control; 


Checks every wild excurſion of the mind, 
By her wiſe dictates happily confin'd : 


And he that will not her commands obey, 
Leaves a fate convoy in a dangerous ſea... 
True, I love Delia to a vaſt exceſs, 


But I muſt try to make my * leſs: 


Try if J can, if poſſible, I will, 


Por J hare vow'd, and muſt that vow fulfil. 


Oh! had I not, with what a vigorous flight 


Could I purſue the quarries of delight! 
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How could I preſs fair Delia in theſe arms, 
Till I diffolv'd in love, and ſhe in charms! 
But now no more muſt I her beauties view; 
Yet tremble at her thoughts to leave her too. 
What would I give, I might my flame allow ! 
But 'tis forbid by Reaſon, and a vow; 
| Two mighty obſtacles: though Love of old 
Has broke through greater, ſtronger powers control d. 
Should I offend, by high example taught, 
T would not be an inexpiable fault, 
The crimes of malice have found grace above, a 
And ſure kind Heaven will ſpare the crimes of Love. 
Could'ſt thou, my angel, but inſtruct me how 
] might be happy, and not break my vow ; 
{ Or, by ſome ſubtle art, angebe the chain; 
You 'd ſoon revive my dying hopes again. 
Reaſon and Love, I know, could ne'er agree; 3 
Both would command, and both ſuperior be. 
| Reaſon 's ſupported by the ſinewy force 
Of ſolid argument, and wiſe diſcourſe: 
But Love pretends to uſe no other arm = 
Than ſoft impreſſions, and perſuaſive charms... 
One muſt be diſobey'd ; and ſhall I prove 
A rebel to my Reaſon, or to Love? 
But then, fuppoſe I ſhould my flame purſue, 
Delia may be unkind, and faithleſs too; 
Reject my paſſion with a proud diſdain, 
And ſcorn the love of ſuch an humble ſwain 
Then ſhould J labour under mighty grief, 
Beyond all hopes or TRE of relief, 


3 
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80 that, methinks, 't is Gfer to obey | 
Right Reaſon, though ſhe bears a rugged ſway, 
Than Love's ſoft rule, whoſe ſubjects undergo, 
Early or late, too ſad a ſhare of woe. 
Can I fo ſoon forget that wretched crew, 
| Reaſon juſt now expos'd before my view? 
If Delia ſhould be cruel, I muſt be — 
A ſad partaker of their miſery. . : 
But your encouragements ſo ſtrongly move, 5 | 
I 'm almoſt tempted to purſue my love : „ = 
For ſure no treacherous deſigns ſhould d well! 
In one that argues and perfuades ſo wel; | f 
For what could Love by my deſtruction gain 1 e | 
| Love's an immortal god, and I a ſwainz _ | 
And ſure I may without ſuſpicion truſt | 
A god, for gods can never be unjuſt, 
Right you conclude, reply'd the coiling boy; 
Love ruins none, tis men themſelves deſtroy: 
And thoſe vile wretches which you lately ſaw, 
1 Transgreſs'd his rules, as well as Reaſon's law. | 
| They 're not Love's ſubjects, but the ſlaves of Luſt; 
| Nor is their puniſhment fo great as juſt. 85 


For Love and Luſt eſſentially divide, 

i Like day and night, Humility and Pride ; + 2 
| One darkneſs hides, t' other does always nine; >; 

i Ihis of infernal make, and that divine. 
Reaſon no generous paſſion does oppoſe; 


| 6 *Tis Luft (not Love) and Reaſon that are foes. 
| bhue bids you ſcorn a baſe inglorious flame, 
l Black as the gloomy ſhade from whence it came: 


| * 
4 * ? * N. 
* 


In 


To bind at all, but is diſſolv'd of courſe ; 
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In this her Precepts ſhould obedience find ; 
But yours is not of that ignoble kind. 
You err in thinking ſhe would diſapprove | 
The brave purſuit of honourable love: 
And therefore Judge what 's harmleſs an offence z 
Invert her meaning, and miflake her ſenſe, _ 
She could not ſuch inſipid counſel give, 
As not to love at all; 'tis not to Tivez; _ 
But, where bright virtue and true beauty lies, 
And that in Delia, charming Delia's eyes. 
Could you contented ſee th' angelic maid 
In old Alex1s' dull embraces laid ? 
Or rough-hewn Tityrus potteſs thoſe charms, Q 
Which are in heaven, the heaven of Delia's arms? 
Conſider, youth, what tranſport you nere 
The moſt intire felicity below; 
Which is by fate alone reſerv* d for you 
Monarchs have been deny d: for monarchs ſue. 
I own *tis difficult to gain the prize; 


Or 't would he cheap and low in noble eyes: 
But there is one ſoft minute, when the mind . 


Is left unguarded, waiting to be kind ; 
Which the wiſe lover underſtanding right, 
Steals in like day upon the wings of light. 


' You urge your vow, but can thoſe vows prevail, 


Whoſe firſt foundation and whoſe reafon fail? 


| You vow'd to leave fair Delia; but you thought 
Your paſſion was a crime, your flame a fault. 


But ſince your judgment eri'd, it has no force 


And 
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And therefore heſitate no longer here, 
But baniſh all the dull remains of fear, 
Dare you be happy, youth? but dare, and be; 
I ell be your convoy to the charming ſhe. 
What! ſtill irreſolute? debating ſtill? 


View her, and then forſake her if you will. 
In go, ſaid I; once more I Il venture all; 


; Tis brave to periſh by a noble fall. 
Beauty no mortal can reſiſt ; and Jove 
Laid by his grandeur, to indulge his love. 


Reaſon, if I do err, my crime forgive : 


; Angels alone without offending hve. 
I go aſtray but as the wiſe have done; 
And act a folly which they did not ſhun. 


Then we, deſcending to a ſpacious plain, 


Were ſoon ſaluted by a numerous train 
Of happy lovers, who conſum'd their hours, 
With conſtant jollity, in ſhady bowers, 


There I beheld the bleſt variety 


Of joy, from all corroding troubles free: : 
Each follow'd his own fancy to delight; 


Though all went different ways, yet all went right, | 
None err'd, or miſs'd the happineſs he ſought; 


Love to one centre every twining brought, 
We paſs'd through numerous oraſant fields and ladies, 


By murmuring fountains, and by peaceful ſhades ; 3 
J ill we approach'd the confines of the wood, 
Where mighty Love's immortal temple ſtood; 


Round the cœleſtial fane, in goodly rows, 


And beautepus order, amorous myrtle Our | 3 
Beneath 


ah 
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Beneath whoſe ſhade expecting lovers wait 
For the kind minute of indulgent fate: 


Fach had his guardian Cupid, whoſe chief care, | 


By ſecret motions, was to warm the fair; 
To kindle eager longings for the joy; 
To move the ſlow, and to incline the coy. 
The glorious fabric charm'd my wondering ſight; 
Of vaſt extent, and of prodigious height: 


| "The caſe was marble, but the poliſh'd fone. 


With ſuch an admirable luſtre ſhone, _ 


As if ſome architect divine had ſtrove 


T' outdo the palace of imperial Jovez; _ 
The ponderous gates of maſſy gold were made, 


With ar mods of a mighty ſize inlaid ; | 


Here ſtood the winged guards, in order plac'd, 
With ſhining darts and golden quivers grac'd : 
As we approach'd, they clapp'd their joyful wings, 
And cry'd aloud, Tune, tune your warbling n 1 
The grateful youth is come, to ſacrifice 

At Delia's altar to bright Delia's eyes: 


With harmony divine his foul inſpire, 
That he may bold ly touch the ſacred fire; 


And ye that wait upon the bluſhing fair, 

Cœleſtial incenſe and perfumes prepare; 

While our great god her panting boſom warms, 

Refines her beauties, and improves her charms, 
Entering the ſpacious dome, my raviſh'd eyes 


A wondrous ſcene of glory did ſurprize : 
The riches, ſymmetry, and brightneſs, all 5 
Did | equally tor admiration call! . 


But 


2 _ — —— « 1 K n _ — — A = — . — — 1 
* _— - * 22 _ A * = — 3 1 h 7 — — * N 
DD AED = a Lo = IT ” ECO ICID IEEE EEE CEE * * 
7 _ — n : q * $482 I (EY 1a 2 " 22 2 2 — S 5 rr : * N 2 ty * * 
„ E 22 n — 4 T2 he TLC. ee. FELL — . . — - * 8 - 
4 we Z * — * a — v — * , * 2 * _ — — — 2 * — 4 — : 
2 . — — . — p 4 — 2 — * 2 0 — - W- - 1 * 


— 
” 


i 


{ 
} 
: 

{ 

1 

: 

1 
& | 

j 
: 
! 

1 

1 


1 
bi 
1 
#4 
h 
* 


_— — » ; 
— — — 


1 fo 8 — — 
r — 
cap ef > 9 - ä ns BR 
Dn on — — 
by — whey — > ne 


Hear me, ye gods, ſaid I, now hear me ſwear, 


By all that 's ſacred, and by all that 's fair ! 
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ut the deſeription is a labour fit 
For none beneath a laureat angel's wit. 


Azmidſt the temple was an altar made 


Of ſolid gold, where adoration 's paid; 


Here I perform'd the uſual rites with fc 


Not daring boldly to approach too neak; 
Till from the god a ſmiling Cupid came, 


And bid me touch the conſecrated flame : 


Which done, my guide my eager ſteps conv ey d 
To the apartment of the beauteous maid. 


Before the entrance was her altar rais'd, 


On pedeſtals of poliſh'd marble placed, 
Ey it her guardian Cupid always ſtands, 

Who troops of miſſionary Loves command: 
To him, with ſoft addreſſes all repair: 


Each for his captive humbly begs the fair: 
Though ſtill in vain they importun ; for he 


Would give encouragement to none but me. 
There ſtands the youth, he cry'd, muſt take a Uliſs, 
The lovely Delia can be none but his: 

Fate has ſelected him; and mighty Love 


Confirms below what that decrees above. 
Then preſs no more; there's not another ſwain 
On earth, but Strephon, can bright Delia gain. 


| Kneel, youth, and with a grateful mind renew 
| Your vows; ſwear you 'll eternally be true. 

But if you dare be falſe, dare perjur'd prove, 
Vou l find, in ſure revenge, affronted Love 


As hot, as fierce, as terrible, as Jove. 


If 
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If I prove falſe to Delia, let me fall - 

The common obloquy, condemn'd by all! 

Let me the utmoſt of your vengeance try; 

Forc'd to live wretched, and unpity'd die! 
Then he expos'd the lovely ſleeping maid, 

Upon a couch of new-blown roſes laid. 

The bluſhing colour in her cheeks expreſs'd 

What tender thoughts inſpir'd her heav ing breaſt. N 

Sometimes a ſigh half-ſmother'd ſtole away; 


Then ſhe would Strephon, charming Strephon, ſay ; - 


Sometimes ſhe, ſmiling, cry'd, You love 'tis true, 
But will you always, and be faithful too? 
Ten thouſand graces play'd about her face; 
Ten thouſand charms. attending every grace: 2 
Each admirable feature did impart 
A ſecret rapture to my throbbing heart. 
The nymph * impriſon'd in the brazen tower, 
When Jove deſcended in a golden ſhower, 
Leſs beautiful appear'd, and yet her eyes 
Brought down that god from the neglected ſkies. 
So moving, ſo tranſporting was the ſight; 
So much a goddeſs Delia ſeem'd, ſo bright; 
My raviſn'd ſoul, with ſecret wonder rho che. 
Lay all difloly'd in extaſy of thought. 

Long time I gaz'd : but, as I trembling drew. 
Nearer, to make a more obliging view, 
It thunder'd loud, and the ungrateful noiſe. 
Wak'd me, and put an end to all my Pi 
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THE FORTUNATE COMPLAINT. 


2. See be in a wither'd coperſ ſhade, 

For anxious thought and ſighing lovers made, 
Revolving lay upon his wretched fate, 

And the hard uſage of too partial Fate; 

Thus the ſad youth complain'd : Once happy fivain, | 

Now the moſt abject ſhepherd of the plain! _ 

Where s that harmonious concert of delights, 
'Thoſe peaceful days, and pleaſurable nights, 
That generous mirth and noble jollity, 

Which gaily made the dancing minutes flee ? 
Diſpers'd and baniſl'd from my troubled breaſt; 
Nor leave me one ſhort interval of reſt, 
Why do I proſecute a hopeleſs flame, 
And play in torment ſuch a loſing game? 

All things conſpire to make my ruin ſure : 

When wounds are mortal, they admit no cure. 
But Heaven ſometimes does a miraculous Os Dy 
When our laſt hope is juſt upon the wing; 
And in a moment drives thoſe clouds . 

Whoſe ſullen darkneſs hid a glorious day. 
Why was I born, or why do I ſurvive; 
To be made wretched only, kept alive? 
Fate 1s too cruel in the harſh decree, 

That I muſt live, yet live in miſery, 
Are all its pleaſing happy moments gone ? 
: Muſt Strephon be unfortunate alone? 5 


On 


1 


Dn other ſwains it laviſhly beſtows ; 

Dn them each nymph neglected favour throws: 5 
e) meet compliance ſtill in every face, 
and lodge their paſſions in a kind embrace; 
Dbtaining from the ſoft incurious maid _ 
True love for counterfeit, and gold for lead, 
WL ::cccſs on Mævius always does attend ; 
Inconſtant fortune is his conſtant i : 

e levels blindly, yet the mark does hit; 
nd owes the victory to chance, not wit. 
But, let him conquer ere one blow he ſtruck ; 
d not be Mævius, to have Mzvius's luck. 


For all the trophies purring Mævius gains; 
But rather ſtill live Delta's ſlave, than be 
Like Mzvius filly , and like Mzvius free. 
But he is happy, loves the common road; 
nd, pack-horſe like, jogs on beneath his load. 
If Phyllis peeviſh or unkind does prove, 

It ne'er diſturbs his grave mechanic love, 

A little joy his languid flame contents, 
And makes him eaſy under all events. 

But when a paſſion 's noble and ſublime, 

And higher fill would every moment climb; 
fit is accepted with a juſt return, 

he fire 's immortal, will for ever burn; 
And with ſuch raptures fills the lover's breaſt, 
That faints in paradiſe are ſcarce more bleſt. 
But I lament my miſeries in vain 

For Delia hears me, pitileſs, complain. 
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roud of my fate, I would not change my ates - 
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And ſuffer no co-partner in his throne ; 


1 To cure the bleeding of his fatal wound, 
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| Suppoſes ſhe pities, and believes me true, 
What ſatisfaction can from thence accrue, 
Vnleſs her pity makes her love me too? 
Perhaps ſhe loves ('t is but perhaps, I fear, 
For that's a blefling can *t be bought too dear) 
If ſhe has ſcruples that oppoſe her will, 
I muſt, alas! be miſerable ſtill, 
Though, if ſhe loves, thoſe icroples ſoon will fly 
| Betore the reaſoning of the Deity : 
For, where Love enters, he will rule alone, 


| And thoſe falſe arguments that would repel 
His high injunctions, teach us to rebel. 
What method can poor Strephon then propound, 


If the, who guided the vexatious dart, 
Reſolves to cheriſh and increaſe the ſmart ? 
Go, youth, from theſe unhappy plains remove, 
Leave the purſuit of unſucceſsful love: | 
Go, and to foreign ſwains thy griefs relate, 

Tell them the cruelty of frowning Fate; 

Tell them the noble charms of Delia $ WR 

Tell them how fair, but tell them how ankind. 

And when few years thou haſt in ſorrow ſpent | 

(For ſure they cannot be of large extent); 

In prayers for her thou lov'ſt, reſign thy breath, 

And bleſs the minute gives thee eaſe and death. 

| Here paus'd the ſwain—when Delia driving by "a 

Her bleating flock to ſome freſh paſture nigh,, 


n 
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Love directed, did her ſteps convey 


chere Strephon, wrapp d in ſilent ſorrow, lay, 

s ſoon as he perceiv'd the beauteous maid, 

le roſe to meet her, and thus, trembling, ſaid: 
When humble ſuppliants would the gods appeaſe, 

Ind in ſevere afflictions beg for eaſe, 

ich conſtant importunity they ſue, 

nd their petitions every day renew; 

row {till more earneſt as they are deny'd, 

for one well-weigh'd expedient leave untry'd, 

ill Heaven thoſe bleſtings they enjoy'd before, 

ot only does return, but gives them more. 

O, do not blame me, Delia! if I preſs 

o much, and with impatience, for redreſs. 

y ponderous gnels no eaſe my ſoul allow ; ' 

or they are next t* intolerable now : 

low ſhall I then ſupport them, when they grow ; 

Fo an excels, to a diſtracting woe? | 

ince you 're endow'd with a celeſtial mind, 

Nelieve like Heaven, and like the gods be kind. 

Did you perceive the torments I endure, 

Vhich you firſt caus'd, and you alone can cure, 

W hey would your virgin ſoul to pity move, 

And pity may at laſt be chang'd to love. 

dome ſwaias, I own, impoſe upon the fair, 

And lead the incautious maid into a ſnare ; 

ut let them ſuffer for their perjury, 

and do not puniſh others crimes with me. 

f there s ſo many of our ſex untrue, 


ours ſhould more kindly uſe the faithful er: 5 
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Nap, ſcarce believ'd, Tough from CERT as free 


5 But, when I come to take a ſecond view : 5 h 


If all has real value that s divine, 
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Though innocence too oft incurs the fate 
Of guilt, and clears itſelf ſometimes too late, 
Your nature is to tenderneſs inclin'd ; 

And why to me, to me alone unkind ? 

A common love, by other perſons ſhewn, 

Meets with a full return; but mine has none: 


As angels flames can for archangels be. 

A pailion feign'd, at no repulle 1 is 18 d. 
And values little if it be n't receiv'd; 
But, love ſincere reſents the ſmalleſt ſcorn, 
And the unkindneſs does in ſecret mourn. 
Sometimes 1 pleaſe myſelf, and think you are 
Too good to make me wretched by deſpair: 
That tenderneſs, which in your ſoul is hs d, 
Will move you to compaſſion ſure at laſt, 


Of my own merits, I deſpond of you: 

For what can Delia, beauteous Delia, fee, 
To raiſe in her the leaſt eſteem for me: 

I 've nought that can encourage my addreſs ; 
| My fortune 's little, and my worth 1 1s leſs ; 
But, if a love of the ſublimeſt kind 
Can make impreſſion on a generous mind; 


There cannot be a nobler flame than mine. 
Perhaps you pity me; I know you muſt, 
And my affection can no more diſtruſt ; 
But what, alas! will helpleſs pity do? 
Jou pity, but you may deſpiſe me too. 


Stil 


THE FORTUNATE COMPLAINT. 37 
till J am wretched if no more you give, 
he ſtarving orphan can't on pity live: 
> mult receive the food for which he cries, 
WD: he conſumes ; and, though much pity'd, dics. 
| My torments ſtill do with my paſſion grow; 
he more I love, the more I undergo. 
But ſuffer me no longer to remain 
Peneath the preſſure of fo vaſt a pain. 
My wound requires ſome ſpeedy remedy : 
Delays are fatal, when deſpair 1s nigh. 

[ach I *ve-endur'd, much more than I can tell ; 3 
Too much, indeed, for one that loves ſo well. 
When will the end of all my ſorrows be? 

Can you not love? I 'm ſure you pity me. 

But, if I muſt new miſeries ſuſtain, 

And be condemn'd to more and ſtronger pain, >: 
III not accuſe you, ſince my fate is ſuch, 

| pleaſe too little, and I love too much. 

Strephon, no more ; the bluſhing Delia ſaid, 
Excuſe the conduct of a timorous maid : 
Now I'm convinc'd your love 's ſublime and true, 
Such as I always wiſh'd to find in you. 

Each kind exprefſion, every tender thought, 

A mighty tranſport in my boſom wrought: 

And though in ſecret J your flame approv'd, 

I figh'd, and griev'd, but durſt not own I lov'd. 

T hough now Strephon ! be ſo kind to gueſs, 

What ſhame will not allow me to confeſs. 

The youth, encompaſs'd with a joy ſo bright, 

Had band Krength to bear the vaſt delight, | ” 
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Though innocence too oft incurs the fate 

Of guilt, and clears itſelf ſometimes too late. 

Your nature is to tenderneſs inclin'd ; 

And why to me, to me alone unkind ? 

A common love, by other perſons ſhewn, 
Meets with a full return ; but mine has none: 
Nay , ſcarce believ'd, though from deceit as free 

Ass angels flames can for archangels be, 

A pailion feign'd, at no repulſe i is griev 'd, | 
And values little if it be n't receivid: 

But, love fincere reſents the ſmalleſt * 5 

| And the unkindneſs does in ſecret mourn. 

Sometimes I pleaſe myſelf, and think you a are 

Too good to make me wretched by deſpair: 
That tenderneſs, which in your ſoul is plac d, 

Will move you to compaſſion ſure at laſt, 

But, when I come to take a ſecond view 

Ot my own merits, I deſpond of you: 

For what can Delia, beauteous Delia, ſee, 

Io raiſe in her the leaſt eſteem for me: 


I 've nought that can encourage my addreſs ; 5 8 
My fortune 's little, and my worth is leſs: Q 
But, if a love of the ſublimeſt kind F 
Can make impreſſion on a generous mind; þ 
If all has real value that 's divine, ; F 
There cannot be a nobler flame than mine. 52 1 
Perhaps you pity me; I know you e n 
And my affection can no more diſtruſt: \ 


But what, alas! will helpleſs pity do? _ 
£ You Pity, but you may Fan me too. 5 
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till I am wretched if no more you give, 
ne ſtarving orphan can't on pity live: 
e muſt receive the food for which he cries, 
or he conſumes ; and, though much pity'd, dies. 
My torments till do with my paſſion grow ; 
rhe more I love, the more I undergo, 
But ſuffer me no longer to remain 
Beneath the preſſure of ſo vaſt a pain. 
My wound requires ſome ſpeedy remedy: 
W Delays are fatal, when deſpair is nigh. 
Mach I've endur'd, much more than I can tell; 
Too much, indeed, for one that loves ſo well, 
When will the end of all my ſorrows be? 
Can you not love? I 'm ſure you pity me. 
But, if I muſt new miſeries ſuſtain, 
And be condemn'd to more and ſtronger pain, 
IU not accuſe you, ſince my fate is ſuch, 
It pleaſe too little, and I love too much. 
Strephon, no more; the bluſhing Delia ſaid, 
Excuſe the conduct of a timorous maid : 
Now I'm convinc'd your love 's ſublime and true, 
Such as I always wiſh'd to find in you. 
Each kind expreſſion, every tender thought, 
A mighty tranſport in my boſom wrought : 
And though in ſecret J your flame approv'd, 
I figh'd, and griev'd, but durſt not own I lov'd. 
T bough now—O Strephon | ! be ſo kind to gueſs, 
What ſhame will not allow me to confeſs. 
The youth, encompaſs'd with a joy ſo bright, 
Had hardly itrength to bear the vaſt delight, 3 
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By too ſublime a an extaſy poſſeſt, 

He trembled, gaz'd, and claſp'd her to his breaſt; 
Ador'd the nymph that did his pain remove, 
_ Vow'd endleſs truth, and everlaſting love. 


STREPHOWs LOVE FOR DELIA JuSTIFIED, 


IN AN EPISTLE To CELADON. 


y L men . follies, which they blindly | trace 
- Through the dark turnings of a Quious maze, 
But happy thoſe, who, by a prudent care, 
Retreat betimes from the fallacious ſnare. 
The eldeſt fons of Wiſdom were not free 
e From the ſame failure you condemn in me: Hh 
They lov'd, and, by that glorious e led, 

Forgot what Plato and themſelves had ſaid. 

Love triumph'd o'er thoſe dull, pedantic rules, 
They had collected from the wrangling ſchools, 
And made them to his noble fk ſubmit, 

In ſpite of all their learning, art, and wit: 
Their grave, ſtarch'd morals, then anufeful prov d; 
Theſe duſty characters he ſoon remov'd; _ 
For, when his ſhining ſquadrons came in view, 

Iheir boaſted reaſon murmur'd, and withdrew ; EF. 
' Unable to oppoſe their mighty force b 
With phlegmatic-reſolves, and dry diſcourſe, 

Ik, as the wiſeſt of the wiſe have err'd, 
1 go altray, and am condemn'd unheard ; 
My faults you too ſeverely reprehend, 
More like a rigid cenſor than a friend, 


.  hr re 
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$STREPHON” 8 LOVE JUSTIFIED. 


Love is the monarch paſſion of the mind, 
Knows no ſuperior, by no laws confin'd, 
But triumphs ſtil], impatient of control, 
O'er all the proud endowments of the ſoul. 

| You own'd my Delia, friend, divinely fair, 
When in the bud her native beauties were ; 
Your praiſe did then her early charms confeſs, 
Yet you 'd perſuade me to adore her leſs. 


| You but the non-age of her beau ty ſaw, 5 


But might from thence ſublime ideas draw, 
And what ſhe is, by what ſhe was, conclude; 
For now ſhe governs thoſe ſhe then ſubdued. 
Her aſpect noble and mature is grown, 
And every charm in its full vigour known. 
There we may wondering view, diſtinctly writ, 
The lines of goodneſs, and the marks of wit: 


Each feature, emulous of pleaſing moſt, 


Does juſtly ſome peculiar ſweetneſs boaſt ; 
And her compoſure 's of ſo fine a frame, Np 


Pride cannot hope to mend, nor Envy blame, 


When the immortal Beauties of the ſkies 


: Contended naked for the golden prize, 
The apple had not fall'n to Venus' ſhare, 

| Had I been Paris, and my Delia there ; 

In whom alone we all their graces find, 


The moving gaiety of Venus, join'd 
With Juno's aſpect, and Minerva's mind. 


39 


View both thoſe nymphs whom other ſwains adore, 2 
Vou 'll value ans. Delia ſtill the more. 
| D 5 TEINS Dorinda 's 
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Dorinda's mien 's majeſtic, but her mind 
Is to revenge and peeviſhneſs inclin'd: _ 
Myvyrtilla 's fair; and yet Myrtilla 's proud: 
Chloe has wit; but noiſy, vain, and loud: 
| Melania doats upon the fillieſt things; Fel 

And yet Melania like an angel fings. 

But in my Delia all endowments weg 

All that is juſt, agreeable, or ſweet; 

All that can praiſe and admiration move, 
All chat the wiſeſt and the braveſt love. 

In all diſcourſe ſhe 's appoſite and gay, 
And ne'er wants ſomething pertinent to ſay; * 
For, if the ſubject 's of a ſerious kind, 
Her thoughts are manly, and her ſenſe refin'd ; „ 

Rut if divertive, her expreſſion 's ſit, 

Good language, join'd with inoffenſive wit; 15 
: So cautious always, that ſhe ne'er affords 
An idle thought the charity of words. 

The vices common to her ſex can find 
No room, ev'n in the ſuburbs of her mind; 
Concluding wiſely ſhe 's in danger ſtill, 
From the mere neighbourhood of ons in. b 
Therefore at diſtance keeps the ſubtle foe, | \ 
Whole near approach would formidable grow 7 5 
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While the unwary virgin is undone, 
8 And meets the miſery which ſhe ought to ſhun, | 
Her wit is penetrating, clear, and gay; 

But let true judgment and right reaſon ſway & 
 Moceſtly bold, and quick to apprehend ; 
Prompt i in replies, but cautious to offend, 


| 
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Her darts are keen, but level'd with ſuch care, 

They ne'er fall ſhort, and ſeldom fly too far: 

por when ſhe rallies, *tis with ſo much art, 

8 Ve bluſh with pleaſure, and with rapture ſmart, 
O, Celadon ! you would my flame approve, 

Did you bat hear her talk of love. : 

That tender paſſion to her fancy brings 

The prettieſt notions, and the ſofteſt things; 

Which are by her ſo movingly expreſt, 

They fill with extaſy my throbbing breaſt. 

'Tis then the charms of eloquence impart 

Their native glories unimprov'd by art: 

By what ſhe ſays I meaſure things above, 

And gueſs the language of ſeraphic love. 
To the cool boſom of a peaceful ſhade, _ 

By ſome wild beech or lofty poplar made, 

| When evening comes, we ſecretly repair 

To breathe in private, and unbend our care: 

And while our flocks in fruitful paſtures feed, | 

Some well-defign'd, inſtructive poem read; 

Where uſeful morals, with ſoft numbers join d. 

At once delight and cultivate the mind: 

Which are by her to more preferiion brought, 

By wiſe remarks upon the poet's thought; 

So well ſhe knows the ſtamp of eloquence, 

The empty ſound of words from ſolid ſenſe. 

The florid fuſtian of a riymmg ſpark, © 

Whoſe random arrow ne'er comes near the mark, 

Can't on her judgment be impos'd, and paſs 

For ſtandard gold, when t is but gilded braſs. _ 
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Oft i in the walks of an adjacent grove, 
Where firſt we mutually engag'd to love, 
She ſmiling aſk'd me, Whether Id prefer 
An humble cottage on the plains with her, 
Before the pompous building of the great; 
And find content in that inferior flate? 
Said I, The queſtion you ee hag 
Perhaps a matter of debate might be, 
Were the degrees of my affection leſs 
Than burning martyrs to the gods expreſs. 
In you I've all I can deſire below, 1 
That earth can give me, or the gods beſtow ; 
And, bleſt with you, I know not where to find 
OR ſecond choice, you take up all my mind. 
1 *d not forſake that dear, delightful plain, 
Where charming Delia, Love and Delia reign 
For all the ſplendor that a court can give, 
Where gaudy fools and buſy ſtateſmen live. 
Though youthful Paris, when his birth was known 
{Too farally related to a throne) | 


Forſook Oenone, and his rural ſports, 15 5 ' 
For dangerous greatneſs, and tumultuous courts z ; L 


Vet Fate ſhould ſtill offer its power in Vain 
For what is power to ſuch an humble 8 8 

I would not leave my Delia, leave my fair, 

Though half the globe ſhould be aflign'd my ſhare, 
And would you have me, friend, "reflec Win, „ 

Become the baſeſt and the worſt of men? 

O, do not urge me, Celadon; forbear; 
| Ic cannot leave her, ſhe 's too charming fair! 
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Should I your counſel i in this caſe purſue, 

You might ſuſpe& me for a villain too: 
For ſure that perjur'd wretch can never prove 
Juſt to his friend, who 's faithleſs to his love. 


EPIS TELE TO-DRLIA- 


© thoſe who hope hereafter heaven to ſhare, 
A rigorous exile here can 3 bear, 

And, with collected ſpirits, undergo 
The ſad variety of pain below; 
Yet, with intenſe reflections, antedate 
The mighty raptures of a future ſtate; 
While the bright proſpect of approaching j Joy 
Creates a bliſs no trouble can deſtroy : 5 
So, though I 'm toſs'd by giddy Fortune" 8 hand, 


Ev'n to the confines of my native land; 


Where I can hear the ſtormy ocean roar, 


And break its waves upon the foaming ſhore : 


Though from my Delia baniſh'd ; all that 's dear, 


That 's good, or beautiful, or charming here: 


Yet flattering hopes encourage me to live, 
And tell me Fate will kinder minutes give; 
That the dark treaſury of times contains 


A glorious day, will finiſh all my pains: 


And, while I contemplate on joys to come, : 
My griefs are ſilent, and my ſorrows dumb. 
Believe me, nymph, believe me, charming fair, 


(When truths * $ conſpicuous, we need not ſwear ; 75 
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44 -POMFRET'S POEMS. 
| Oaths will ſuppoſe a diffidence in you, 


Ne'er to return to your embraces more, 
I' d ſcorn whate'er the buſy world could give; 3 
* would be the worſt of miſeries to live: 

For all my wiſhes and deſires purſue, 

All I admire, or covet here, is you. 

Were I poſſeſo'd of your ſurprizing charms, #. 


'Then would my joys aſcend to that degree, 
. Could angels envy, they would envy me. 


When bold vexations would my ſoul invade, 
I baniſh the rough thought, and none purſue, 
But what inclines my willing mind to you. 
he ſoft reflections on your ſacred love, | 
Like ſovereign antidotes, all cares remove; 5 
Compoſing every faculty to reſt, 


rr 22 — - 
* = 


; I think o'er all the ſtories of our love. 
What mighty pleaſure have I oft poſſeſs d, 
When, in a maſculine embrace, I preſt 
The lovely Delia to my heaving breaſt ! 
Then I remember, and with vaſt delight, 
Ihe kind expreſſions of the parting night: 
Methought the ſun too quick return'd again, 
And day ſeem'd ne'er impertinent till then. 
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That J am falſe, my flame fictitious too) 
Were I condemn'd by Fate's imperial power, 5 


And lodg'd again within my Delia's arms; 


Oft, as I wander in a ſilent ſhade, 


— 2 
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FREY leave a grateful flavour in my breaſt. 
Retir'd ſometimes into a lonely grove, 
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Strong 


EPISTLE TO DELIA. 

bo Strong and contracted was our eager bliſs; 

n ace of pleaſure 1 in each generous kiſs: 

Wy cars of delight in moments we compriz'd 

| And heaven itſelf was there epitomiz'd. 

But, when the glories of the eaſtern light 

O'erflow'd the twinkling tapers of the night; ; 

8 Farewell, my Delia, O farewell! ſaid I, 

W The utmoſt period of my time is nigh: 

oo cruel Fate forbids my longer ſtay, 

And wretched Strephon is compell'd away. 

But, though I muſt my native plains forego, 

Forſake theſe fields, forſake my Delia too; 

No change of fortune ſhall for ever move 

1 be ſettled baſe of my immortal love. 
And muſt my Strephon, muſt my faithful fora ain, 

Be forc'd, you cry'd, to a remoter plain! 

| The darling of my ſoul ſo ſoon remov'd! 

The only valu'd, and the beſt belov d! 

Though other ſwains to me themſelves addreſs d, 

Strephon was ſtill diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt: 

Flat and inſipid all their courtſhip ſeem d; 

Little themſelves, their paſſions leſs, REST d: 

For my averſion with their flames increas'd, 

And none but Strephon partial Delia pleas'd. 


45 


Though I 'm depriv'd of my kind ſnepherd' $ fight, 


Joy of the day, and bleſſing of the night; _ 
Yet will you, Strephon, will you love x me Mill? 
However, flatter me and ſay you will. 

For, ſhould you entertain a rival love; 


Should you unkind to me, or faithleſs Prove; ; 
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No force can ſtorm, no ſtratagem ſurprize; 


Wo none but you with admiration ſee. 


465 POMFRET'S POEMS. 
No mortal e'er could half fo wretched be: 
For ſure no mortal ever lov'd like me. | 

Lour beauty, nymph, ſaid I, my faith eures; > 


Thoſe you once conquer, muft be always yours: 
For, hearts ſubdued by your viRorious eyes, 


Nor can I of captivity complain, 
While lovely Delia holds the glorious chain. 
The Cyprian queen, in young Adonis arms, ö 
Might fear, at leaſt, he would deſpiſe her charms 1 
But I can never ſuch a monſter prove, 
To light the bleſſings of my Delia's love. 5 
Would thoſe who at celeſtial tables ns 
hleſt with immortal wine, immortal wit; 
| Chooſe to deſcend to ſome inferior board, 5 
Which nought but ſcum and nonſenſe can afford 1 
Nor can I e'er to thoſe gay nymphs addreſs, - 
Whole pride is greater, and whoſe charms are leſs: | 
Their tinſel beauty may, perhaps, ſubdue 
A gaudy coxcomb, or a fulfome beau; 
But ſeem at beſt indifferent to me, 


Nou, would the rolling orbs obey my will, 
I ed make the ſun a ſecond time ſtand ftill, 
And to the lower world their light repay, 
When conquering Joſhua robb'd them of a day : 
Though our two fouls would different paſſions prove; > 
His was a thirſt of glory, mine of love, 
It will not be; the ſun makes haſte to riſe, 
And take polletfon of the eaſtern ſkies ; 


Yet 


AN EPISTLE TO DELIA. 


And, Delia, fince we muſt, muſt part, adieu. 
As Adam, by an injur d Maker driven 
From Eden's groves, the vicinage of Sewyen'; 
Compell'd to wander, and oblig'd to bear 
The harſh impreſſions of a ruder air; 
With mighty ſorrow, and with weeping eyes, 
Look'd back, and mourn'd the lofs of paradiſe : : 
With a concern like his did I review 
My native plains, my charming Delia too; 
For I left paradiſe in leaving you. 

If, as I walk, a pleaſant ſhade I ind, 
It brings your fair idea to my mind: 
Such was the happy place, I, fohing, ſay, 
Where I and Delia, lovely Delia, lay; 
When firſt I did my tender thoughts impart, 
And made a grateful preſent of my heart. 
Or, if my friend, 1n his apartment, ſhews 
Some piece of Van Dyck's, or of Angelo's, 
In which the artiſt has, with wondrous care, 
Deſcrib'd the face of one exceeding fair ; 
Though, at firſt fight, it may my paſſion raiſe, 
| And every feature I admire and praiſe ; 
Yet ſtill, methinks, upon a ſecond view, 
Tis not ſo beautiful, ſo fair as you. 
If J converſe with thoſe whom moſt admit | 
To have a ready, gay, vivacious, wit; 
They want ſome amiable, moving grace, 
Some turn of fancy that my Delia has: 


et one more kiſs, though millions are too few; 
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48 POMFRET'S POEMS. 


For ten 1 good thoughts amongſt the crowd they vent, 
Methinks ten thouſand are impertinent. 
Let other ſhepherds, that are prone to range, 
With each caprice, their giddy humours change: 1 
They from variety leſs joys receive, 
Than you alone are capable to give. 
Nor will I envy thoſe ill-· judging ſwains 
(What they enjoy 's the refuſe of the plains) | 
If, for my ſhare of happineſs below, 
| Kind Heaven upon me Delia would beſtow ; 
Whatever bleſſings it can give beſide, 


Let all mankind . wee, divide. Che 
A PASTORAL BSSAY on THE. DEATH or Gren Tx 
| MARY, ANNO 1094. : | Wh 

N Abs gentle Strephon to his fold convey d, - 
3 A wandering lamb, which from the flocks had For 
| Beneath a mournful cypreſs ſhade he found [ſtray'd, rr 
Coſmelia weeping on the dewy ground. 8 Fre 
Amaz'd, with eager haſte he ran to know Bu 
Ihe fatal cauſe of her intemperate woe; Cr 
And, clafping her to his impatient breaſt, 
In theſe ſoft words his tender care expreſt. 

s TREYHOR. Of 

| Why mourns my dear Coſmelia ? Why appears | W. 
My life, my ſoul, diſſolv'd in briny tears? Bu 
Has ſome fierce tiger thy lov'd heifer flain, Se 
While I was wandering on the neighbouring plain ? | 
Or, has ſome greedy wolf devour'd thy ſheep? - 
N 


What ſad misfortune makes Coſmelia we?; 


| WJ that I may prevent thy orief's increaſe, _ 
$ Partake thy ſorrows, or reſtore thy peace. 
|  _  COSMELIA, 
Do you not hear from far that mournful bell? 
Tis for I cannot the ſad tidings tell. 
Oh, whither are my fainting ſpirits fled ; 
"Tis for Czxleſtia—Strephon, Oh—She s dead! 
W The brighteſt nymph, the princeſs of the plain, 
[BY an untimely dart, untimely ſlain! 
$STREP HON. Ts 
Dead! Tis impoſlible ! She cannot die: 
She 's too divine, too much a Deity : 
'Tis a falſe rumour ſome ill ſwains have ſpread, 
Who wiſh, , perhaps, the good Czleſtia dead, 
V 
Ak! No; the truth in every face appears; IE 
For every face you meet 's o'erflow'd with tears. 
Trembling, and pale, I ran through all the plain, 
From flock to flock, and aſk'd of every ſwain, 
But each ſcarce lifting his dejected head, 
nd Oh, Cetin Oh, Czleſtia 's dead? 
| $STREPHON - N 
ee was meant by that — croak 
Of the prophetic raven from the oak, } 
Which ſtrait by lightning was in Aiden broke, * 
Put we our miſchief feel, before we ſee; 
Seiz c and 0 erwhelm' d at once with miſery, 
COSMELTA. 
Y OY: then we have no trophies to beſtow, - 


No pompous things to make a glorious her 
Vor. XVII. 
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For all the tribute a poor ſwain can bring, 
In rural numbers, is to mourn and ſing) 


Let us, beneath the gloomy ſhade, rehearſe 
- Cæleſtia 8 — name in no leſs ſacred verſe. 


STREPHON. 
 Caleſtia dead! Then *tis in vain to live; 
What 's all the comfort that the plains can give; 
5 Since ſhe, by whoſe bright influence alone 
Our flocks increas'd, ind we rejoic'd, is gone; 
Since ſhe, who round ſuch beams of goodneſs {pread 
. As gore new life to every ſwain, is dead © ET 


- 


csu LfA. 
Jo's vain we wiſh for the delightful ſpring ; "WW 
8 What joys can flowery May or April bring, 
When ſhe, for whom the ſpacious plains were ſpread 
With early flowers and chearful greens, is dead? _ 
In vain did courtly Damon warm the earth... X 
8 : Ph t give to ſummer fruits a winter birth ; | 
I! vain we autumn wait, which Crowns the fields | g 
With wealthy crops, and various plenty yields; 
Since that fair nymph, for whom the boundleſs ſtore 
Of nature was en, d, is now no more. 


„ 1 


H 


STREPHON, 
"TM arewell for ever then to all that 's gay: 
188 You will forget to ſing, and I to play. 5 = 
No more with chearful ſongs, in cooling bowers, 5 
Shall we conſume the pleaſurable hours: 5 
All joys are baniſh'd, all delights are fled, 
| Ne'er to return, now fair Cæleſtia 's dead. 


COSMELIM 


o THE DEATH or QUEEN MARY. 


enn 

11 eber J ſing, they ſhall be mournful bw 
Of great Czleſtia's name, Czleſtia's praiſe : 
How good ſhe was, how generous, how wiſe ! 
How beautiful her ſhape, how bright her eyes! 
How charming all; how much ſhe was ador'd, 
Alive; when dead, how much her loſs deplor dt 
A noble theme, and able to inſpire 
The humbleſt Muſe with the ſublimeſt fire. 
And ſince we do of ſuch a princeſs ling, ; 
Let ours aſcend upon a ſtronger wing; 

And, while we do the lofty numbers join, 
Her name will make the harmony divine. 
Raiſe then thy tuneful voice; and be the ſong 
Sweet as n temper, as her virtue ſtrong. 
dennen. 

When her great lord to foreign wars was gone. 
And left Cæleſtia here to rule alone; 5 
| With how ſerene a brow, how void of fear, 
When ftorms aroſe, did ſhe the veſſel fteer ! 
And when the raging of the waves did ceaſe, 
How gentle was her ſway in times of peace! 
Juſtice and mercy did their beams unite, 
And round her temples ſpread a glorious light 
So quick ſhe eas'd the wrongs of every ſwain, 
dhe hardly gave them leiſure to complain: 
Impatient to reward, but flow to draw 
Th' avenging ſword of neceflary law: 


Like Heaven, ſhe took no pleaſure to deſtroy ; 


With grief ſhe puniſh'd, and ſhe fav'd with joy. 


E 2 1 COSMELIA, 
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88 POMFRET'S POEMS, 


b 
When godlike Belliger, from war's alarms, : 
Return'd in triumph to Czleſtia's n, . 
She met her hero with a full deſire; 
But chaſte as light, and vigorous as fire: 
5 Such mutual flames, ſo equally divine, 
Did in each breaſt with ſuch a luſtre ſhine, 
His could not ſeem the greater, her's the leſs; 
| Both were immenſe, for both were in exceſs, 8 90 
| STREPHON, ; 
Oh, godlike princeſs |! ! Oh, thrice lar beisst 
Whilſt ſhe preſided o er the fruitful plains! _ 
5 Whilſt ſhe, for ever raviſn'd from our eyes, 
Io mingle with the kindred of the ſkies, | 70 
Did for your peace her conſtant thoughts employ; * 
The ee s good angel, and the wh. egos 50 : 
___ „ DGOIHMELLA. 
=: | All that was noble beautify'd her mind ; 
There wiſdom fat, with ſolid reaſon nde 
I) here too did piety and greatneſs wait; 
Meekneſs on grandeur, modeſty on tate E 
Humble amidſt the ſplendors of a throne ; 
Plac'd above all, and yet deſpiſing none. 
And when a crown was forc'd on her by fate, 
She with ſome pans ſubmitted to be great. 
STREPHON. 2G N 
Her pious ſoul with emulation ſtrove TT 7 
To gain the mighty Pan's important love: 
To whoſe myſterious rites ſhe always came, 
With ſuch an active, ſo intenſe a flame; 1 


ON THE DEATH OP QUEEN MARY, 


The duties of religion ſeem'd to be 
No more her care than her felicity. 

; COSMELIA., 
\ Virtue unmix'd, without the leaſt allay, 
Pure as the light of a celeſtial ray, _ 
Commanded all the motions of the ſoul 
With ſuch a ſoft, but abſolute control, 
That, as ſhe knew what beſt great Pan would pleaſe, - 
She ſtill perform'd it with the greateſt eaſe, 
Him for her high exemplar ſhe defign'd, 
Like him, benevolent to all mankind, _ 
Her foes ſhe pity'd, not defir'd their blood ; 
And, to revenge their crimes, ſhe did them good : 
Nay, all affronts ſo unconcern'd ſhe bore, 
(Maugre that violent temptation, Power) 
As if ſhe thought it vulgar to reſent, 
Or wiſh' d forgiveneſs their worſt puniſhment, 


STREPHON, | 


Next mighty Pan, was her illuſtrious lord, 
His high vicegerent, ſacredly ador'd : 5 
Him with ſuch piety and zeal ſhe lov'd, 

The noble paſſion every hour improv'd : 
Till it aſcended to that glorious height, 
*Twas next (if only next) to infinite. 5 
This made her ſo entire a duty pay, 

She grew at laſt impatient to obeßʒ; 
And met his wiſhes with as prompt a zeal | 
As an archangel his Creator's will. 


3 COSMELIA, 
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While the immortal minds around her gaze 


All that have power to weep, or voice to groan, 


84 ronrxrr's POEMS, 


COSMELIA. =» 
Mae for Heaven, the fatal mandate came, 
With it a chariot of ethereal flame; 
In which, Elijah like, ſhe paſs'd the ſpheres ; ; 
e Joy to Heaven, but left the world 1 in 1 tears, 
 BTREPHON, | | 
Methinks I ſee her on the plains of light, 
All glorious, all incomparably bright! 


On the exceſſive ſplendor of her rays; 
And ſcarce believe a human ſoul could be 
ys Endow'd with ſuch ſtupendous majeſty, - | 
5 COSMELIA, | 
Who can lament too much! O, who can mourn + | 
Enough o'er beautiful Czleſtia's urn! 
So great a loſs as this deſerves exceſs 
Of ſorrows; all 's too little that i 1s leſs. 5 
ut, to ſupply the univerſal woe, 
Tears from all eyes, without ceſſation, flow : 


With throbbing breaſts, Czleſtia's fate bemoan; 
While marble rocks the common griefs partake, 
And echo back thoſe cries they cannot make, 0 
dern non. 


n Oo WW :-:-- 


We then (once fruitful vales) and ſpring with yew! 
Ye thirſty, barren mountains, weep with dew! 
Let every flower on this extended plain 
Not droop, but ſhrink into its womb again, . 
Ne'er to receive anew its yearly birth! 


+ ue * that s "_ leave the earth! _ 


et mournful cypreſs, with each noxious weed, 
nd baneful venoms, in their place ſucceed ! 
ve purling, querulous brooks, o'ercharg'd with rief; 
Haſte ſwiftly to the fea for more relief; 
Then tiding back, each to his ſacred head, 

T ell you Deni ſprings, Czleſtia * O dead! 


COSMELIA, 


Well Teen you ſung, in an exalted ſtrain, 
The faireſt nymph e'er grac'd the Britiſh plain. 
Who knows but ſome officious angel may 

Your grateful numbers to her ears convey ! 

That ſhe may ſmile upon us from above, _ 

And bleſs our mournful pains with prove. and love 5 


STREPHON, 


But ſee, our flocks do to their folds repair 3 $- 
For night with fable clouds obſcures the air: 
| Cold ne deſcend from the unwholſome Iky, x. 
And ſafety bids us to our cottage fly. 
Though with each morn our ſorrows will return; 


Till death conveys us to the pearetut t urn. 


To Bs FRIEND UNDER AFFLICTION, 


0 NE lives in this ROTTEN ſtate of things, 

| Where every morning ſoon new troubles ng 
But bold inquietudes will break his reſt, 
And 1 gloaby thoughts diſturb his anxious breaſt, 
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ox THE DEATH OF QUEEN MARY, zy 


Each ev'n, like nightingales, we Il ſing and mourn, 1 


„ 55 Angelio 
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Angelic forms, and happy ſpirits, are 
Above the malice of perplexing care: 
Hut that 's a bleſſing too ſublime, too high, 
For thoſe who bend beneath mortality, _ 
If in the body there was but one part 
Subject to pain, and ſenſible of ſmart, 
And but one paſſion could torment the mind ; 
That part, that paſſion, buſy fate would find: 
But, ſince infirmities in both abound, 
Since ſorrow both ſo many ways can wound : 
*Tis not fo great a wonder that we grieve 
Sometimes, as tis a miracle we bw 
The happieſt man that ever breath'd on earth, 
Wich all the glories of eſtate and birth, 
Had yet ſome anxious care, to make him know, 
No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 
Jo be from all things that diſquiet, free. 
Is not conſiſtent with humanity. | 
Youth, wit, and beauty, are ſuch charming things, 
Oer which, if affluence ſpreads her gaudy wings, 
We think the perſon who enjoys ſo much, 
No care can move, and no affliction touch; 
Vet could we but ſome ſecret method find 
To view the dark receſſes of the mind, 
| We there might ſee the hidden ſeed of ſtrife, 
And woes in embryo ripening into life: 
How ſome fierce luſt, or boiſterous paſſion, fills 
The labouring ſpirit with prolific ills; 
Pride, envy, or revenge, diſtract the "FL 
And all right reaſon's godlike powers control; 'W 


In 
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it if ſhe muſt not be allow'd to ſway 
hough all without appears ſerene and gay, 
A cankerous venom on the vitals preys, 
and poiſons all the comforts of his days. 
= External pomp and viſible ſucceſs 
ometimes contribute to our happineſs ; 
put that which makes it genuine, refin'd, 
a good conſcience and a ſoul reſign'd. 
Then, to whatever end affliction 's ſent, 
To try our virtues, or for puniſhment, 
We bear it calmly, though a ponderous woe, 
And ſtill adore the hand that gives the blow: 
For, in misfortunes this advantage lies ; 
They make us humble, and they make us wiſe ; 
And he that can acquire ſuch virtues, gains 
An ample recompence for all his pains, 

Too ſoft careſſes of a proſperous fate 
The pious fervours of the ſoul abate ; 
Tempt to luxurious eaſe our careleſs days, 
And gloomy vapour round the ſpirits raiſe, 
Thus lull'd into a ſleep, we dozing lie, 
And find our ruin in ſecurity ; 
Unleſs ſome ſorrow comes to our 1 relief, | 
And breaks th' inchantment by a timely grief. 
But as we are allow'd, to chear our fight, 
In blackeſt days, ſome glimmerings of light ; 
So, in the moſt dejected hours we may 
The ſecret pleaſure have to weep and pray : 
And thoſe requeſts the ſpeedieſt paſſage find 
To Heaven, which flow from an afflicted mind: 
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And while to him we open our diſtreſs, 
Our pains grow lighter, and our ſorrows leſs, 
The fineft muſic of the grove we owe 
To mourning. Philomel's harmonious woe; ; 
And while her grief 's in charming notes expreſs d, 
A thorny bramble pricks her tender breaſt; 
In warbling melody ſhe ſpends the night, 
And moves at once compaſſion and delight, 
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No choice had e er ſo happy an event, Tt 
But he that made it did that choice repent, Fr 

So weak 's our judgment, and ſo ſhort 's our ſight, If 
We cannot level our own wiſhes right: At 
And if ſometimes we make a wiſe advance, 80 
| 2 ourſclves we little owe, but much to chance. | W 

2 So that when Providence, for ſecret ends, 
Corroding cares, or ſharp affliction, ſends; B. 
Me muſt conclude it beſt it ſhould be ſo, 81 
ll And not deſponding or impatient grows Q 
j For he that will his confidence remove T 
i From boundleſs wiſdom and eternal love, A 
1 Io place it on himſelf, or human aid, FT; 
i = Will meet thoſe woes he labours to evade. 1 
Y But, in the keeneſt agonies of grief, E 
| . Content 's a cordial that ſtill gives relief: Þ 
1 Heaven is not always angry when he ſtrikes, 7 
h haut moſt chaſtiſes thoſe whom moſt he likes; \ 
{ And, if with humble ſpirits they complain, \ 
Relieves the anguiſh, or rewards the pain. ( 
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To ANOTHER FRIEND | 


UNDER. AFFLICTION. 


INCE the kr os by Ad dane fell 

An eaſy conqueſt to the powers of hell, 
There 's none in every ſtage of life can be 
From the inſults of bold affliction free. 
If a ſhort reſpite gives us ſome relief, 
And interrupts the ſeries of our grief, 
So quick the pangs of miſery return, 
We joy by minutes, but by years we mourn. 

Reaſon refin'd, and to perfection brought, 
By wiſe philoſophy, and ſerious thought, 
Support the ſoul beneath the ponderous weight 
Of angry ſtars, and unpropitious fate; 
| Then is the time ſhe ſhould exert her power, 
And make us practice what ſhe taught before. 
| For why are ſuch voluminous authors read, 
The learned labours of the famous dead, 
But to prepare the mind for its defence, 
By ſage reſults, and well-digeſted ſenſe; 
That, when the ſtorm of miſery appears, 
With all its real or fantaſtic fears, 
We either may the rolling danger fly, 
Or ſtem the tide before it ſwells too bog, END 
But though the theory of wiſdom 's known 
With eaſe, wan ſhould, and what ſhould not be done; ; 
Let 
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Vet all PR labour i in the practice lies, | 
To be, in more than words and notion, wiſe = 
The ſacred truth of ſound philoſophy 

We ſtudy early, but we late apply. 

When ſtubborn anguiſh ſeizes on the ſoul, = 
Right reaſon would its haughty rage control ; 
But, if it may n't be ſuffer d to endure, _ 

The pain 1s juſt, when we reject the cure. 

For many men, cloſe obſervation finds, 

Of copious learning, and exalted minds, 
Who tremble at the fight of daring woes, 
And ſtoop 1gnobly to the vileſt foe 

Ls As if they underſtood not how to be 
Or wiſe, or brave, but in felicity ; 
And by ſome action, ſervile or unjuſt, 
Lay all their former glories in the duſt. 
For wiſdom firſt the wretched mortal flies, 
And leaves him naked to his enemies: 
So that, when moſt his prudence ſhould be en 
The moſt imprudent, giddy things are done. 
For when the mind *s ſurrounded with diſtreſs, 
Fear or inconſtancy the judgment preſs, N = 
And render it incapable to maize 
Wiſe reſolutions, or good counſels take, 
Vet there 's a ſteadineſs of ſoul and thought, 
By reaſon bred, and by religion taught, 
Which, like a rock amidſt the ſtormy waves, 
: Unmey'd remains, and all affliction braves. 
In ſharp misfortunes, ſome will ſearch too deep 
W hat Rauten N and would ſecret keep: - 


But 
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nut thoſe events 'tis better not to know, 

= Which known, ſerve only to increaſe our woe. 

W Knowledge forbid ('tis dangerous to purſue) 
With guilt begins, and ends with ruin too. 

For, had our earlieſt parents been content 

Not to know more than to be innocent, 

Their ignorance of evil had preſerv'd Ns 


But they imagin'd (their deſires were ſuch) 
They knew too little, till they knew too much. 
E'er ſince my folly moſt to wiſdom riſe; 

And few are, but by ſad experience, wiſe, _ 
Conſider, Friend! who all your bleſſings gave, 
What are recall'd again, and what you have; 
And do net murmur when you are bereft 

Of little, if you have abundance left: 
Conſider too, how many thouſands are 

Under the worſt of miſeries, deſpair; | 
And do n't repine at what you now endures 
Cuſtom will give you eaſe, or time will cure: 
Once more conſider, that the preſent ill, 
Though it be great, may yet be greater ſtill ; 
And be not anxious; for, to undergo 

One grief, is nothing to a numerous woe. 

But ſince it is impoſſible to be 

Human, and not expos'd to miſery, 

Bear it, my friend, as bravely as you can: 
You are not more, and be not leſs than man! 
Afflictions paſt can no exiſtence find, 

But! in the wild ideas of the mind: 
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Their joys entire; for then they had not ſwery* d. FEY 
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1 POMFRET'S POEMS. 


And why ſhould we for thoſe misfortunes mourn, EL 


2s Which have been ſuffer'd, and can ne'er return ? 


Thoſe that have weather'd a tempeſtuous night, 


And find a calm approaching with the light, 

Will not, unleſs their reaſon they difown, 

Still make thoſe dangers preſent that are gone. 

What is behind the curtain none can ſee; 3 

It may be joy: ſuppoſe it miſery; _ 

Tis future full ; and that which is not here, 
May never come, or we may never bear. 

| Therefore the preſent ill alone we ought | 

- To view, in reafon, with a troubled thought : = 
But, if we may the ſacred pages truſt, 

5 He 8 _ happy that 1 is N ad 


To H1S FRIEND 


INCLINED 1 0 MARRY. 


5 I Would not thare you, Stephan, chooſe a mate, . 


4 From too exalted, or too mean a ſtate; R 
For in both theſe we may expect to find 


| A creeping ſpirit, or a haughty mind. 


| Who moves within the middle region, ſhares 
The leaſt diſquiets, and the ſmalleſt cares. 

Let her extraction with true luſtre ſhine ; _ 
If ſomething brighter, not too bright for thine : 2 


| Her education liberal, not great; 


Neither inferior, nor above her ſtate. 
Let her have wit; but let that wit be free 
From affectation, pride, and pedantry: 


| or the effect of woman's wit is ſuch, 

Too little is as dangerous as too much. 

But chiefly let her humour cloſe with thine; 
| Unleſs where yours does to a fault incline ; | 
The leaſt diſparity in this deſtroys, _ 

Like ſulphurous blaſts, the very buds of j Joys. 
Her perſon amiable, ſtraight and free 
From natural, or chance, deformity. 

Let not her years exceed, if equal thine; 
For women paſt their vigor, ſoon decline: 
Her fortune competent; and, if thy ſight 
Can reach fo far, take care tis gather'd right. 
If thine 's enough, then hers may be the leſs : 
Da not aſpire to riches in excels. 


Is a W ſufficieney and lone. 


To A PAINTER DRAWING 
DORINDA'S PICTURE. 


Exceed ev'n Titian, and great Angelo: 
With all the livelineſs of thought expreſs _ 
The moving features of Dorinda's face. at? 
Thou canſt not flatter, where ſuch beauty dwells ; 
Her charms thy colours, and thy art, excells. 
Others leſs fair, may from thy pencil have 
Graces, which ſparing Nature never 9 
But in Dorinda's aſpect thou wilt ſee 

Such as will Poſe thy famous art, and thee; 


ro A FRIEND INCLINED To MARRY, 63 


" Saas,” 4 Fats . a - „rr, . 3 42 —* * * 
PP. ͤ 7 Hz. SO Dies ch 7 ag 


, a __ 
EVR . 
ran * * = U 
— * + 
——— * 


—— — — 
. 


5 * 2 — 


For that which makes our lives delightful prore, 25 


JAINTER, the utmoſt of thy judgment ſhew z 
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85 No human Kill can &er expreſs them all, 


And made it better by his powerful art. 
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S800 great, ſo many in her 1056 unite, 
So well proportion'd, and ſo wondrous bright, 


But muſt do wrong to th' fair original. 
An angel's hand alone the pencil fits, 
To mix the colours when an angel fits, 
Thy picture may as like Dorinda be 

As art of man can paint a deity; _ 
And juſtly may perhaps, when ſhe withdraws, 

Excite our wonder, and deſerve applauſe : 
But when compar'd, you 'll be oblig'd to own, 


5 h 

No art can equal what 's by Nature done. 4 * 

Great LeLY's noble hand, excell'd by few, | Tha 
The picture fairer than the perſon drew : 


Hie took the beſt that Nature could impart, 


But had he ſeen that bright ſurprizing grace, 
Which ſpreads itſelf o'er all Dorinda's face, 
Vain had been all the eſſays of his {kill ; 
| She muſt have been confeſt the faireſt till. 
| Heaven in a landſcape may be wondrous fine, | 
And look as bright as painted light can ſhine ; 
But ſtill the real glories of the place 
All art, by infinite degrees, ſurpaſs. 


1 0 


N 0 


DORINDA'S PICTURE, 


AINTER, thou baſt perform'd what man can do; 
Only Dorinda's ſelf more charms can ſnew. 
Bold are thy ſtrokes, and delicate each touch; 
But fill the beauties of her face are ſuch _ 

As cannot Juſtly be deſcrib'd ; rang all | 
Confeſs 't is like the bright original. 

In her, and in thy picture, we may view 

The utmoſt Nature, or that Art, can do; 3 
Each is a maſter- piece, deſign'd ſo well, 

That future times may ſtrive to 2 

But n neither Art nor Nature * 's able to excel, 5 


CRUELTY AND LUST. 


| AN EPISTOLARY rss A*. 


'To tell the ſtory of her miſery ? 
Where, but to faithful Cælia, in whoſe mind 
A manly bravery 's with ſoft pity join d. 

| fear, theſe lines will ſcarce be underſtood, 
Blur d with inceſſant tears, and writ 1n blood; 


* This piece was 0 by the backbarity of Kirke, a 


commander in the Weſtern Rebellion, 1685, who debauched 1 


young lady with a promiſe to ſave her huſband's life, but hanged 
him the next morging, | | | 
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HERE can the wretched of all creatures fly, -. 
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6 POMFRET*'S POEMS, 
The fad relation ſhews you ſuch a deed, 


Shall ſtrive to equal, or exceed in vain. : 


Nerxonior's fame, no doubt, has reach'd your ears, 
: Whoſe cruelty has caus'd a ſea of tears; 
Fill'd each lamenting town with funeral ſighs, 
Deploring widows ſhrieks, and orphans cries, 

At every health the horrid monſter quaff d, 
Ten wretches dy'd, and as they dy'd he laugh'd : 


: Oh, curſed place !— 


DS My pen: ſhame and confuſion ſhake my: hand: 
But 1 muſt on, and let my Cælia know - 


: How barbarous are my wrongs, how ot my woe. 


My huſband, fatally uniting, went; 


| But when the battle was by treachery won, 


But if you can the mournful pages read, 


As all the annals of th' infernal reign | 


Till, tir'd with acting devil, he was led, 
Drunk with exceſs of blood and wine, to bed. 


I can no more command 


Among the crowds of Weſtern youths who ran. N 
o meet the brave, betray'd unhappy man *, 


Unus'd to arms, and thoughtleſs of th event. f 


The chief, and all but his falſe friend, undone; 
9 hough, in the tumult of that deſperate night, 
He *ſcap'd the dreadful ſlaughter of the fight; 
Yet the ſagacious bloodhounds, {kcill'd too well 
In all the murdering qualities of hell, 

Each ſecret place ſo regularly beat, 5 

They ſoon Quicover'd his unſafe retreat, 1 5 


9 


* » The Duke « of Monmouth. 
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hungry wolves triumphing o'er their prey, 

Jo ſure deſtruction hurry them away; 

o the purveyors of fierce Moloc's ſon 

ith Charion to the common butchery run 3 

here proud Neronior by his gibbet ſtood, 

o glut himſelf with freſh ſupplies of blood. 

Dur friends, by powerful interceſſion, gain = 

\ ſhort reprieve, but for three days obtain'd,, 
o try all ways might to compaſſion more & 
The ſavage general; but in vain they trove. 
hen I PICNIC that all add reſſes fail'd, 

\nd nothing o'er his ſtubborn. ſoul prevail d; 

iſtracted almoſt, to his tent I flew, 

o make the laſt effort, what tears could do. 

ow on my knees I fell; then thus bega: 

reat genius of 8 thou more than man! 

Whoſe arms to every clime have terror hurl'd, 

\nd carry'd. conqueſt round the trembling world! 

Still may the brighteſt glories Fame can lend, 

our ſword, your conduct, and your cauſe, attend. 
ere now the arbiter. of fate you ſit. 

While ſuppliant ſlaves their rebel heads ſubmit, 

Uh, pity the unfortunate !. and give 

ut this one thing: Oh, let but Charion lire! 

Ind. take the little all that we poſſeſs. 

U bear the meagre anguiſh of diſtreſs 

ontent, nay, pleas'd, to beg or earn my bread: 

Let Charion live, no matter how I'm fed. 
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68 POMFRET'S POEMS. 
The fall of ſuch a youth no luſtre brings © | 
Jo him whoſe ſword performs ſuch wondrous things 
As faving kingdoms, and ſupporting kings. 
That triumph only with true grandeur ſhines, | 
Where godlike courage, godlike pity joins. 8 
5 Cæſar, the eldeſt favourite of war,nwQq | 
Took not more pleaſure to ſubmit, than ſpare: 1 
And ſince in battle you can greater be, 
That over, be n't leſs merciful than he. 
; Ignoble ſpirits by revenge are known, 
And cruel actions ſpoil the conqueror's crown; 
In future hiſtories fill each mournful page 
With tales of blood, and monuments of rage: 
And, while his annals are with horror read, 
Men curſe him living, and deteſt him dead. 
Ohl do not ſully with a ſanguine dye 
(The fouleſt ſtain) ſo fair a memory! / 
Then, as you 'I live the glory of our iſle, 
And Fate on all your expeditions ſmile: 
Sd when a noble courſe you 've bravely ran, 
Die the beſt ſoldier, and the happieſt man. 
None can the turns of Providence foreſee, 
Or what their own cataſtrophe may be; 


Therefore, to perſons labouring under woe, 536 8 
That mercy they may want, ſhould always ſhew: 4 
For in the chance of war the ſlighteſt thing — ; 


; May loſe the battle, or the victory bring. 


And how would you that general's honour prize, mn 
Should i in cool blood his captive ſacrifce? 


7 7 
— => 


CRUELTY AND LUST. 60 


He that with rebel arms to fight is led, 
0 juſtice forfeits his opprobrious head : 
But it is unhappy Charion's firſt offence, 5 
Seduc'd by ſome too plauſible pretence, N 
To take the injuring fide by error brought; 
He had no malice, though he has the fault. 
Let the old tempters find a ſhameful grave, 
But, the balf-innocent, the tempted, fave; 
Vengeance divine, though for the greateſt crime,,. 
But rarely ſtrikes the firſt or ſecond time: 
And he beſt follows th' Almighty's will, 
Who ſpares the guilty he has power to kill. 
When proud rebellions would unhinge a late, 
And wild diſorders in a land create, 
'T is requiſite the firſt promoters ſhould _ 
Put out the flames they kindled with their blood: 
hut ſure 't is a degree of murder all 
That draw their {words ſhould undiſtinguiſh' a fall. 
And fince a mercy muit to ſome be ſhewn, 
Let Charion *mong{ the happy few be one: 
For as none guilty has leſs guilt than he, 
So none for pardon has a fairer ple. 
When David's general had won the field, 
And Abſalom, the lov'd ungrateful, kill'd. 
The trumpets ſounding made all laughter ceaſe, 
And miſled Iſraelites return'd in peace. 
The action paſt, where ſo much blood was ſpilt, | 
We hear of none arraign'd for that day's guilt; 
But all concludes with the deſir d event, 
The monarch pardons, and the Jews repent. 


— — — r = - = T — - — ; — 5 AE » SS - 
a — — 15 2 5 « * o - 
* * — 1 * 5 4 Is 2-2 * Nr a is 2 4 » w_ 
Ee © TW n 2 rr — 1 r 2. - 
* * 7 _— 22 3 _—_— 7 


— W ES. N 
A n 1 A == =. * — — 
4a. L A 17 - SL N. 7 2 * 
oo, Oo mo iis ACE OH. — 


n * * ++ Jn 


VBE WH 


F 3 5 As 


16 POMFRET' 8 POEMS. 


As great example your great courage warms, Se) 
And to illuſtrious deeds excites your arms; 
So when you inſtances of mercy view, 
They ſhould inſpire you with compaſſion too: : 
For he that emulates the truly brave, 
Would always conquer, and ſhould always fave, | 
| Here, interrupting, ſtern Neronior cry'd, 
| (Swell'd with ſucceſs, and blubber'd wp with pride} 
Madam, his life depends upon my will, 
For every rebel I can ſpare or kill. 
II think of what you ve ſaid: this wake return 
At ten, perhaps you Il have no cauſe to mourn, 
Go, ſee your huſband, bid him not deſpair ; 
His crime is great, but you are wondrous fair, 
When anxious miſeries the ſoul amaze, 
And dire confuſion in the ſpirits raiſe, 
Upon the leaſt appearance of relief, 
Our hopes revive, and mitigate our grief; 
Impatience makes our wiſhes earneſt grow, + 
Which through falſe optics our deliverance ſhew, 
For while we fancy danger does appear 
Moſt at a diſtance, it is oft too ner, 
And many times, ſecure from obvious foes, 
We. fall into an ambuſcade of woes. | 
Pleas'd with the falſe Neronior's dark reply, 
I thought the end of all my ſorrows nigh, 
And to the main-guard haſten'd, where the prey, 
Of this blood-thirſty fiend, in durance lay, 
When Charion ſaw me, from his turfy bed 
With eagerneſs he rais'd his drooping head: 
SA | SH rata E 2 8 | Ohl 
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Oh! fly, my dear, this gullty place, he cry'd, 
And in ſome diſtant clime thy virtue hide! 
Here nothing but the fouleſt demons dwell, 
The refuge of the damn'd, and mob of hell. 
The air they breathe is every atom curſt: 
There 's no degree of ills, for all are worſt, 
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In rapes and murders they alone delight, 5 
And villanies of leſs importance ſlight : _ u 
Act them indeed, but ſcorn they ſhould be nam'd, 2H 
For all their glory 's to be more than damn' d. | 3 
Neronior 's chief of this infernal crew, io 
And ſeems to merit that high ſtation too : IF, 
Nothing but rage and Juſt infpire his breaſt, 75 
By Aſmodai and Moloe both poſſeſt. jc: 
When told you went to intercede for me, 4 
It threw my ſoul into an agony 3 J 
Not that I would not for my freedom give Fa 


What 's requiſite, or do not wiſh to live; 
But for my ſafety I can ne'er be baſe, _ 
| Or buy a few ſhort years with long diſgrace; 
Nor would I have your yet unſpotted fame 
For me expos'd to an eternal ſhame. 
Wich ignominy to preſerve my breath, 
Is worſe, by infinite degrees, than death. 
But if I can 't my life with honour ſave, 
With honour I Il deſcend into the grave. 
For though revenge and malice both combine 
(As both to fix my ruin ſeem to join) 
et, maugre all their violence and ſkill, 
I can die juſt, and I'm reſolv d I will, 3 
15 4 „„ 
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5 An end of all our buſy tumults here: 


Returns lamented to the duſt again: 


1 OMA ET. 8 robe. 
But what is death we fo ottivitely fear? 


The equal lot of poverty and ſtate, 

Which all partake of by a certain fate. 
Whoe'er the proſpect of mankind ſurveys, 

At divers ages, and by divers ways, 

Will find them from this noiſy ſcene retire; 1 
Some the firſt minute that they breathe, expire : * 
Others, perhaps, ſurvive to talk, and go; 
But die, before they good or evil know. 

Here one to puberty arrives; and then 


Another there maintains a longer ſtriſe 4 

With all the powerful enemies of life, 
Till, with vexation tir'd, and threeſcore years, | 
He drops into the dark, and diſappears = 


F 'm young, indeed, and might expect to ſee ( 
Times future, long and late poſterity, 17 
Tis what with reaſon I could wiſh to do, S0 
If to be old, were to be happy too. ; Tt 
But fince ſubſtantial grief ſo ſoon deſtroys | EE. Fe 
Ihe guſt of all imaginary o A 
Who would be too importunate to live, . e If 
Or more for life, than it can merit, give? 1 
Beyond the grave ſtupendous regions *. e F 
The boundleſs realms of vaſt eterni jj; I 
Where minds, remov'd from earthly bodies, awe; V 
But who their government or laws can tell ? 1 | 

What 's their employment till the final doom N 


SY And t time's etcrnal period ſhall come? 
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hos much the ſacred orneles declare, 

hat all are bleſs'd or miſerable there; 

hough, if there 's ſuch variety of fate; 

one good expire too ſoon, nor bad too lates. 

For my own part, with reſignation, all 

| can ſubmit to my Creator's will; 

Let him recall the breath from him I 8 

When he thinks fit, and when he vg too. 

The way of dying is my leaſt concern; 

That will give no diſturbance to my urn. 

If to the ſeats of happineſs I go, 

There end all poſſible returns of woe: 

And when to thoſe bleſt manſions I arrive, 

| With pity I II behold thoſe that ſurvive. 

Once more I beg, you d from theſe tents retreat, 

And leave me to my innocence and fate. 
Charion, ſaid I, Oh, do not urge my flight 1 

1'll ſee the event of this important night: 

Some ſtrange preſages in my ſoul forebode, 

The worſt of miſeries, or the greateſt good. 

Few hours will ſhew the utmoſt of my doom; 

A joyful ſafety, or a peaceful tomb. 

If you miſcarry, I 'm reſolv'd to try 

If gracious Heaven will ſuffer me to die: 

For, when you are to endleſs raptures gone, 

If J ſurvive, 't is but to be undone. 

Who will ſupport an injur'd widow's right. 

From ſty injuſtice, or oppreſſive might?! 

Protect her perſon, or her cauſe defend? 

She rarely wants a foe, or finds a friend: 
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"F Ver no o diſtruſt of Providence but ſtill 
*Tis beſt to go beyond the reach of ill: 
And thoſe can have no reaſon to 8 19 
Who, though they die betimes, die innocent. 
But to a world of everlaſting bliſs _ 
Why would you go, and leave me here in this 1 


Tis a dark paſſage; but our foes ſhall view, TE 

I II die as calm, though not ſo brave, as you: Pit 

That my behaviour to the laſt may prove 5 

Your courage is not greater than my love. W 

Ihe hour approach'd; as to Neronior's tent, bh Fi 

With trembling, but impatient ſteps, I went, - Pi 

A thouſand horrors throng'd into my breaſt, E 

hy ſad ideas and ſtrong fears poſleſt : „ V 
Where er I paſs'd, the glaring lights ma mex BR, 1 

Freſh objects of deſpair, and ſcenes of wo. # 

Here, ina crowd of drunken ſoldiers, ſtood 1 

| A wretched, poor, old man, beſmear'd with blood; x 
| And at his feet, juſt through the body run, 2 
| Struggling for life, was laid his only ſon; ] 


'B Buy whoſe hard labour he was daily fed, | 
| Dividing ſtill, with pious care, his bread: — | 
F And while he mourn'd, with floods of aged tears, | . 
” The ſole ſupport of his decrepid years, 

| | 'The barbarous mob, whoſe rage no limit knows, 

1 With blaſphemous deriſion, ms his woes. 

| 3 There, under a wide oak, diſconſolate, 

And drown'd in tears, a mournful widow fate. 

High in the boughs the murder'd father hung; 

Beneath, the children round the mother — 


8 They 


. l N 3 
ö 


Who thus began 
Madam! by freſh 8 1 find, 

| That Charion's treaſon 's of the blackeſt kind; 
And my commiſſion is expreſs to ſpare 


No pardon can be granted ; he muſt die. 
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They ery'd for food, but 't was without relief: 


; | For all they had to live upon, was grief, 


A ſorrow ſo intenſe, ſuch deep deſpair, 
No creature, merely human, long could bear. 
Firſt in her arms her weeping babes ſhe took, 
And, with a groan, did to her huſband look : : 
Then lean'd her head on theirs, and, ſighing, cry” d, 
Pity me, Saviour of the world! and dy'd. 

From this ſad ſpectacle my eyes I turn'd, Ie 
Where ſons their fathers, maids their lovers, mourn'd 3 


Friends for their friends, ſiſters for brothers, wept, 
Priſoners of war, in chains, for ſlaughter kept: 


Each every hour did the black meſſage dread, 
Which ſhould declare the perſon lov'd was dead. 
Then I beheld, with brutal ſhouts of mirth, 


A comely youth, and of no common birth, 
To execution led; who hardly bore ts 
The wounds in battle he receiv'd before: 


And, as he paſs'd, I heard him bravely cry, 
I neither wiſh to live, nor fear to die. 

At the curs'd tent arriv'd, without delay, 
hey did me to the n rer; 3 


None that ſo deeply in rebellion are: 
New meaſures therefore 't is vain to try; 
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| Muſt, or I hazard all: which yet I d do 
To be oblig' d. in one requeſt by you - 
And, maugre all the dangers I foreſee, 
Be mine this night, I Il ſet your huſband frees. | 
Soldiers are rough, and cannot hope ſucceſs 
By ſupple flattery, and by ſoft addreſs; 
'The pert, gay coxcomb, by theſe little arts, 
Gains an aſcendant o'et the ladies hearts. 
But I can no ſuch: whining methods uſe: 
Conſent, he lives; he dies, if you refuſe. _ 
Amaz'd at this demand; ſaid I, The Sands. 
Upon ignoble terms, diſdain to — ent; 
They let their captives ſtill with honour live, 7 
No more require, than what themſelves would give * 


Diſhoneſt things, ſcorn to propoſe them too. 
Mercy, the brighteſt virtue of the mind, 
Should with no devious appetite be join'd: 
For if, when exercis'd, a crime it coſt, 
Th' intrinſic luſtre of the deed is loſt, - 
Great men their actions of a piece ſhould have & i 
Heroic all, and each intirely brave; 
From the nice rules of honour none ſhould fwervez | 
Done, becauſe good, without a mean reſerve. 
The crimes new charg'd upon the unhappy youth, 
May have revenge, and malice, but no truth, 
Suppoſe the accuſation juſtly brought, _ 
And clearly prov'd to the minuteſt thought; ; 
Yet mercies next to infinite abate .. . 
Offences next to infinitely great: 


And 
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And 't is the glory of a noble mind, 
In full forgiveneſs not to be confin'd. 
Your prinee's frowns if you have cauſe to fear, 
This act will more illuſtrious appear; 
Though his excuſe-can never be withſtood, 
Who diſobeys, but only to be good. 
| Perhaps the hazard 's more than you expreſs, 
The glory would be, were the danger leſs, 
For he that, to his prejudice, will do 
A noble action, and a generous too, 
Deſerves to wear a more reſplendent crown 
'Than he that has a thouſand battles won. 
Do not invert divine compaſſion ſo, _ 
As to be cruel, and no mercy ſhew ! 
Of what renown can ſuch an action be, 
Which ſaves my huſband's life, but ruins me? 
Though, if you finally reſolve to ſtand 
Upon fo vile, inglorious a demand, 
He muſt ſubmit ; if t is my fate to mourn. 
. His death, I Il bathe with virtuous tears his urn. 

Well, madam, haughtily, Neronior cry'd, 
"Your courage and your virtue ſhall be try = 
But to prevent all proſpect of a flight, | 
Some of my“ lambs ſhall be your guard tonight: 
By them, no doubt, you 'll tenderly be us'd ; 
. They ſeldom aſk a favour that 's refus'd: 
5 Perhaps you l find them ſo genteely pred. 

"TY I leave you but few virtuous tears to ſhed. 


= Kirke uſed to call. the moſt inhuman of Nis foldiers k his f 
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| Surrounded with ſo innocent a throng, WS You 
The night muſt paſs delightfully along f Livin 
And in the morning, ſince you will not dive 1 er 
What I require, to let your huſband live, He v 
Vou ſhall behold him ſigh his lateſt breath, 922 0 And 
And gently ſwing into the arms of death. = To! 
His fate he merits, as to rebels due: C 
And yours will be as mueh deſepv'd by you. . The 
Oh Czlia, think! ſo far as thought can ſhew,, Oh, 
what pangs of grief, what agonies of woe. An 
At this dire-refolution, ſeiz'd my breaſt? In! 
By all things ſad and terrible polleſt, Th 
In vain I wept, and 't was in vain I pray'd,. M. 
For all my prayers were to a tiger made. Cc 
A tiger! worſe; for, t is beyond diſpute, my M 
No fiend 's ſo cruel as a reaſoning brute. N 
Encompaſs' d thus, and hopeleſs of relief, A 
With all the ſquadrons of deſpair and grief, I 


Ruin it was not poſſible to ſhun: 
| What e * Ido? Oh! what would you have done] E. 
The hours that paſs'd, till the black morn eme d. 
Wich tears of blood ſhould be for ever mourn d. 
When, to involve me with conſummate grief, 
Beyond expreſſion, and above belief, 
| Madam, the monſter cry'd, that you may find 
= J can be grateful to the fair that 's kind; 
Step to the door, I 'II ſhew you ſuch a fight, 
ll Shall overwhelm your ſpirits with delight. 
Does not that wretch, who would dethrone his king, 
waged the 5 and adom the ſtring ? „ 
Vou 
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vou need not now an injur'd huſband dread ; 
= Living he might, he Il not upbraid you dead. 
'T was for your ſake I ſeiz d upon his life; 
He would perhaps have ſcorn'd ſo chaſte a wife. 
And, madam, you Il excuſe the zeal I ſhew, 
To keep that ſecret none alive ſhould know. 

Curs'd of all creatures! for, compar'd with thee, 
The devils, ſaid I, are dull in cruety. 
Ob, may that tongue eternal vipers breed, 
And waſteleſs their eternal hunger feed ; 
In fires too hot for ſalamanders dwell, 
The burning earneſt of a hotter hell; 
May that vile lump of execrable luſt 1 1 
Corrupt alive, and rot into the duſt! FP 
May'ſt thou, deſpairing at the point of death, 
With oaths and blaſphemies reſign thy breath ; 
And the worſt torments that the damn'd ſhould ſhare, 
In thine own perſon all united bear! 

Oh Czlia } oh my friend! what age c can ſhew 
Sorrows like mine, ſo exquiſite a woe ? 
Indeed it does not infinite appear, 
Becauſe it can 't be everlaſting here: 
But it 's fo vaſt, that it can ne'er increaſe :. 

And ſo confirm'd, it never can be leſs. 
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RIUMPH ANT ow never looks ſo gay, 

As on the morning of a nuptial day, 

have then within a larger circle moves, 

| New graces adds, and every charm 1 improves : 4 
While Hymen does his ſacred rites prepare, 
The buſy nymphs attend the trembling fair; 

_ Whoſe veins are {well'd with an unuſual heat, 
And eager pulſes with ſtrange motions beat: 
Alternate paſſions various thoughts impart, 

And painful joys diſtend her throbbing heart: 

Her fears are great, and her deſires are ſtrong: 
I he minutes fly too falt—yet ſtay too long: 
Now ſhe is ready—the next moment not ; 
All things are dotle—then ſomething is forgot x ER 
She fears—yet wiſhes the ſtrange work were done; | 
| Delays—yet is impatient to be gone. 
Diſorders thus from every thought ariſe; 

What loves perſuades, I know not what Ami. i 

| Achates' choice does his firm judgment prove, 

And ſhews at once he can be wiſe and love; _ 

Becauſe it from no ſpurious paſſion came, 

But was the product of a noble flame: 

Hold, without rudeneſs ; without blazing, bright; * 

Pure as fix'd ſtars, and uncorrupt as light: 
By juſt degrees it to perfection grew; 
An * — and a laſting too. 
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80 the bright ſun aſcending to his noon, 

Moves not too {lowly, nor is there too ſooh, 
But, though Achates was unkindly driven 
From his own land, he 's baniſh'd into heaven: 

For ſure the raptures of Coſmelia's love, 

Are next, if only next, to thoſe above. 

| Thus Power Divine does with his foes engage; ; 

| Rewards his virtues, and defeats their rage: 

For firſt it did to fair Coſmelia give 

All that a human creature could receive; 

Whate'er can raiſe our wonder or delight, 

Tranſport the ſoul, or gratity the fight. 

Then in the full perfection of her charms, 

Lodg'd the bright virgin in Achates' arms. 
What angels are, is in Coſmelia ſeen; _ 

Their awful glories, and their godlike mien: 

For, in her aſpect all the graces meet; 

All that is noble, beautiful, or ſweet: 

There every charm in lofty triumph ſits, 

Scorns poor defect, and to no fault ſabmits : 

There ſymmetry, complexion, air, unite, 

Sublimely noble, and amazing bright. 

So newly finiſh'd by the hand Divine, 

Before her fall, did the firit woman ſhine, 

But Eve in one great point ſhe does excel: 

Coſmelia never err'd at all; ſhe fell. 

From her temptation, in deſpair withdrew ; 

Nor more aſſaults, whom it could ne'er ſubdue, 
| Virtue confirm'd, and regularly brought 


To full maturity, by ſerious thought, „„ 
Vor. XVII. „ . 
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Her actions with a watchful eye ſurveys; 

Each paſſion guides, and every moment {ways ; 
Not the leaſt failure in her conduct lies; 
So gaily modeſt, and ſo freely wiſe. 

Her judgment ſure, impartial, and refin'd, 
With wit, that 's clear and penetrating, join'd, ü 

Oeer all the efforts of her mind preſides, 

And to the nobleſt end her labours guides: 
She knows the beſt, and does the beſt purſue, 
And treads the maze of life without a clue. 
That the weak only and the wavering lack, 
When they re miſtaken, to conduct them back. 
She does, amidſt ten thouſand ways, 3 

The right, as if not capable to err. 

Her fancy, ſtrong, vivacious, and ſublime, 
| Seldom betrays her converſe to a crime; 

And though it moves with a luxuriant heat, 

*Tis ner precipitous, but always great: 

For each expreſſion, every teeming thought, 

| Ils to the ſcanning of her judgment N 3 
BM Which wiſely ſeparates the fineſt gold, 

1 , And caſts the i image in a beauteous mold: 
=: No trifling words debaſe her eloquence, 
13 But all 's pathetic, all is ſterling ſenſe; 
Refin'd from droſſy chat, and idle noiſe, 
| i With which the female converſation cloys. 

a So well ſhe knows, what 's underſtood by few, 
Wl 5 To time her thoughts, and to expreſs them too; 
That what ſhe ſpeaks does to the ſoul tranſmit. 
5 The fair idea of delightful Wit. 


Illuftriovs 


Illuſtrious born, and as illuftrious bred, 
y great example to wiſe actions led: 
lch to the fame her lineal heroes bore 


and, by a noble emulation mov'd, 

Excell'd their virtues, and her own improv d; 
ill they arriv'd to that celeſtial height, 
Scarce angels greater be, or ſaints ſo bright. 
But, if. Coſmelia could yet lovelier be, 

Of nobler birth, or more a deity, _ 
Achates merits her, though none but he: 


Reſolv'd in action, and in counſel wiſe; 
Too well confirm'd and fortify'd n 
For threats to force, or flattery to win. 
Unmov'd amidſt the hurricane he ſtood; 
He dares be guiltleſs, and he will be . 
Since the firſt dai in paradiſe were join a. 
Two hearts were ne'er ſo happily combin' d. 
Achates life to fair Coſmelia gives: 
In fair Coſmelia great Achates lives. 
Each is to other the divineſt bliſs; 
He is her heaven, and ſhe is more than his. 
| O may the kindeſt influence above 


Protect their perſons, and indulge their lore! 


MARRIAGE OF THE FARL OF A, 


She owes, but to her own high genius more; 


[Whoſe generous ſoul abhors a baſe diſguiſe ; 
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F AN.-INSCRIPTION | 
K 9 Fa 
* FOR THE 
9 MONUMENT OF DIANA, coN TEN 
1 OF OXFORD AND ELGIN, 

Diaxa, Oxox1 & ELoIxI Comitiſla; 5 

Q U E | 


Uluſtri orta ſanguine, ſanguinem illuſtravit; 
Ceciliorum meritis, clara, ſuis clariſſima; 
Ut quæ neſciret minor eſſe maximis, 
Vitam ineuntem innocentia z 
Procedentem ampla virtutum cohors : 
Exeuntem mors beatiſſima em rit 1 
¶(Volente Numine) 
Ut nuſpiam deceſſet aut virtus aut t felicitas, | 

- Duobus conjuncta maritis 
Utrique chariſſima: 
„r 
(Quem ad annum habuit) 
Impenſe dilexit: 
Secundum 
(Ovem ad annos viginti quatuor) 
Tanta pietate & amore coluit; : 
: Ut qui, vivens, | 
5 Obſequium, tanquam patri preftitit 3 : 
„ Moriens, | 
8 , tanquam filio, reliquit. 
„„ Noverca 


HE COUNTESS OF OXF ORD- 8 
Noverca cum eſſet, 

tem facile ſuperavit. 
m prudentemquè curam 
domina familiæ præeſſe, 
corpori ineſſe 9 
Denique, 

, humili, forti, ano animo, 
viduis, omnibus, 
errimum, | 


ad cimiles evolavit ſuperos. 


ON T 


Maternam pieta 


Famulitii adeo mitem 
Ut non tam 


. anima 


geſſit, 


Terris anima major, 


THE 
aremeTED. 


s of or and 


horoes came, 


E1.6183 


om a race of noble 


And added luſtre to its ancient „ 
Round her the virtues of the Cec ils ſhone, 
| 1 to her own: 


that ſublime degree, 
not greater be. 


Fach tage of lite peculiar ſplendor had; 

Her tender years with innocence were clad > 
Maturer grown, Whate' er was brave and good. 
In the retinue of her virtues ſtood; 


And at the final period of her breath, 
due exown' d her life with a propitious death; 3 


That no occaſion might be * anting here 
To make ber virtues fam' d, or jo) ſincere. 
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Oxford ſubmitted in one year to fate; 
For whom her paſſion was exceeding great. 
To Elgin full fix Luſtra were aſſign'd: 
And him ſhe lov'd with ſo intenſe a mind, 
That, living like a father, ſhe obey'd; 
Dying, as to a ſon, left all ſhe had. 


de ec —— 2 & —_— — — = 


Two noble lords her genial bed poſſeſt; 
A wife to both, the deareſt and the beſt. 


When a ſtep-mother, ſhe ſoon ſoar'd above 
The common height even of maternal love, 
She did her numerous family command 


With ſuch a tender care, ſo wiſe a hand, 
She ſeem'd no otherwiſe a miſtreſs there, 
8 Than godlike ſouls in human bodies are. 5 2 
But when to all ſhe had example ſhew'd, 
| How to be great and humble, chaſte and cock; 
Her ſoul, for earth too excellent, too high, 


Flew to its peers, the princes of the {ky, 


88 POMFRET'S POEMS. 
If matter only uncreate we grant, 
We ſhall volition, wit, and reaſon, want; 
An agent infinite, and action free ; 
- Whence does volition, whence does reaſon, flow? 
: How came we to reflect, deſign, and know 2 © 
This from a nobler nature ſprings, 
Diſtin& in efſence from material things: 
For, thoughtleſs matter cannot thought beſtow, 
But, if we own a God ſupreme, 
And all perfection 's poſlible in him; 

In him does boundleſs excellence reſide, 
Power to create, and providence to guide ; 
Unmade himſelf, could no beginning have, 

ut to all ſubſtance prime exiſtence gave: 
; Can what he will er on and what he 5 ſar e. 


POWER 


_. The e hand of giddy Chance 
Could never fill the globes of light, 

So beautiful, and ſo amazing bright, 

| The lofty concave of the vaſt expanſe : 

I hbeſe could proceed from no leſs power than infinite. 
2 here 's not one atom of this wondrous frame, 

Nor eſſence intellectual, but took 

_ Exiſtence when the great Creator ſpoke, 

And from the common womb of empty nothing came, 

Let ſubſtance be, he cry'd ; and e aroſe 

Angelic, and corporeal too; 

All that material nature ſhews, 


And 


And what does things inviſible compoſe, 

At the ſame inſtant ſprung, and into being flew : 
Mount to the convex of the higheſt ſphere, 
Wich draws a mighty circle round 

Th inferior orbs, as their capacious bound ; ” 
There millions of new miracles appear : 
There dwell the eldeſt ſons of power immenſe, 
| Who firſt were to perfection wrought | 
Firſt to complete exiſtence brought, 
To whom their Maker did diſpenſe 

The largeſt portions of created excellence, 

Eternal now, not of neceſlity, 

As if they could not ceaſe to be, 

Or were from poſſible deſtruction free; 

But on the will of God depend: 

For that which could begin, can end; 

Who, when the lower worlds were made, 8 

Without the leaſt miſcarriage or defect, 

By the almighty Architect, 

United adoration paid, 

And wich extatic gratitude his laws obey d. 


III. 
Philoſophy of old in vain eſſay d 
To tell us how this mighty | frame 
Into ſuch beauteous order came; 
But, - falſe reaſonings, falſe foundations laid: . 


dhe labour'd hard; but ſtill the more ſhe u rought, 
The more was wilder'd in che maze of thought, 


 Somes | 


oN THE DIVINE ATTRIBUTES. 89 


, 

. 

| 
5 
* 
1 
LE 1 
+ 
| 

; 

? 
4 
4 
by 


Es” nn RS. i 
— ws LA 
— e 


90 POMFRET'S POEMS, 


Sometimes ſhe fancy'd things to be 
Coeval with the Deity, 
And in the form which now they are 
From everlaſting ages were. 
Sometimes the caſual event, 
6 Of atoms floating in a ſpace immenſe, 


Void of all wiſdom, rule, and ſenſe ; 3 A 
But, by a lucky accident, - 
Jumbled into this ſcheme of wondrous excellence, 5 
was an eſtabliſn'd article of old, 
Chief of the philoſophic creed, 0 


And does in natural productions bold; 
That from mere nothing, nothing could 1 proceed 
Material ſubſtance never could have roſe, 
If ſome exiſtence had not been before, N 
In wiſdom infinite, immenſe in power. 
Whate'er is made, a maker muſt ſuppoſe, _ 
As an effect a cauſe that could produce it ſhews. 
Nature and art, indeed, have bounds aflign'd, 
And only forms to things, not being, give; 
That from Omnipotence they muſt receive: 
But the eternal ſelf-exiſtent mind 
Can, with a fingle Fiat, cauſe to be 
All that the wondrous eye ſurveys, | 
And all it cannot ſee. 
Nature may ſhape a beauteous tree, 
And art a noble palace raiſe, 
But muſt not to creative power aſpire ; - 
But their God alone can claim, 
As pre-exiſting ſubſtance doth require: 
So, where they nothing find, can nothing frame. 
| | WISDOM 
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WISDOM. 


Matter produc” d, had {till a chaos been: 3 
For jarring elements engag d, 
Eternal battles would have wag 'd, 
And fill'd with endleſs horror the rumultuous ene; 4 
"my wiſdom infinite, for leſs | 
Could not the vaſt prodigious embryo wield, 
Or ſtrength complete to labouring Nature Yield, by 
Nad not, with actual addreſs, _ RD 
Compos'd the bellowing hurry, and eftabliſh* 4 peace, | 
_ Whate'er this viſible creation ſhews _ 
That 's lovely, uniform, and bright, 
That gilds the morning, or adorns the night, 
To her its eminence and beauty owes. 
By her all creatures have their ends aflign d, 
eee to their nature, and their kind; 
To which they ſteadily advance, 
Mov'd by right Reafon's high command, 
Or guided by the ſecret hand 
of real inſtinct, or imaginary chance. 
Nothing but men reject her ſacred rules; 
Who from the end of their creation fly, 
And deviate into miſery : 
As if the liberty to act like boah 
Wers che chief cauſe that Heaven made them free, ; 


PR O- 
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PROVIDENCE. 


Bold i is the wretch, and blaGhemous the man, 
Who, finite, will attempt to ſcan _ 
The works of him that 's infinitely wiſe, 
| And thoſe he cannot comprehend, denies; 
As if a ſpace immenſe were meaſurable by a Xe 
hus the proud ſceptic will not own _ 
That Providence the world directs, 
Or its affairs inſpets; _ 
But leaves it to itſelf alone. 
| How does it with almighty grandeur ſuit, 
To be concern'd with our impertinence; 
Or interpoſe his power for the defence 
Of a poor mortal, or a ſenſeleſs brute? 
Villains could never ſo ſucceſsful prove, 
And unmoleſted in thoſe pleaſures live, 
7 Which honour, eaſe, and affluence give ; 
While ſuch as Heaven adore, and virtue love, 
And moſt the care of Providence deſerve, 
_ Oppreſs' d with pain and ignominy ſtarve, | 
What reaſon can the wiſeſt ſhew, 
Why murder does unpuniſh'd go, 
If the Moſt High, that 's juſt and good, 
Intends and governs all below, 
And yet regards not the loud cries of guiltleſs blood 2 
But ſhall we things unſearchable deny, 
Becauſe our reaſon cannot tell us why 


They are allow'd, or acted by the Deity ? 
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Tis equally above the reach of thought, 
To comprehend how matter ſhould be brought 

From nothing, as exiſtent be 

From all eternity; 1 

And yet that matter is, we feel and ſee; : 
Dor is it eaſier to define, 
What ligatures the ſoul and body join; 

Or, how the memory does th' impreſſion take 


Of things, and to the mind reſtores them back. 


Did not th' Almighty, with immediate care, „ 

Direct and govern this capacious all, 

How ſoon would things into confuſion fall! 

Earthquakes the trembling ground would tear, 
And blazing comets rule the troubled air; * 

Wide inundations, with reſiſtleſs force, 


Ihe lower provinces o'erflow, 


In ſpite of all that human ſtrength could 30 
To ſtop the raging ſea's impetuous courſe: 
Murder and rapine every place would fill, 
And ſinking virtue ſtoop to proſperous ill; 
Derouring peſtilence rave, 

And all that part of nature which has breath 
Deliver to the tyranny of death, 
And hurry to the dungeons of the orave, 


If watchful Providence were not concern 'd to ſave. 


Let the brave ſpeak, who oft has been 
In dreadful ſieges, and fierce battles ſeen, 


| How he * 8 preſerv'd, | when bombs and bullets fly | 


And though he does ten thouſand ſee So 


Held not the rudder with a Rady hand, 
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Fall at his feet, and in a moment die, Fo 
Unhurt retreats, or gains unhurt the victory. T 
Let the poor ſhipwreck'd ſailor ſhew, If 

: To what inviſible protecting power i» 
He did his life and ſafety owe, U 

5 When the loud ſtorm his well- built veſſel tore, = 
And a half-ſhatter'd plank coavey'd him to the ſhore, Unle 
Nay, let th' ungrateful ſceptic tell us how = 

His tender infancy protection found, | 


And helpleſs childhood was with fafety crown'd, 
| If he Il no Providence allow; FS 
When he had nothing but his nurſe's arms 
To guard him from innumerable fatal harms : 
From childhood how to youth he ran 
Securely, and from thence to man; 
How, in the ſtrength and vigour of his years, 
* he feeble bark of life he ſaves, 
Amidſt the fury of tempeſtuous waves, 
From all the dangers he foreſees, or fears; 
Yet every hour 'twixt Scylla and Charybdis ſteers, 
It Providence, which can the ſeas command, 


OMNIPRESENCE. 


VII. 
"Tis Ss for the ſons of men, that he, | 


| v. ho all exiſtence out of nothing made, 
- Suppor ts his creatures by immediate aid 
But then this all-intending Deity 


Muſt Omnipreſent be: 5 
„ © For 


For how ſhall we by demonſtration ſhew 
The Godhead is this moment here, 
If he 's not preſent every where, 
And always ſo? 5 
What 's not perceptible by ſenſe, may be 
. Ten thouſand miles remote from me. 
Unleſs his nature 1s from limitation Be. . 
In vain we for protection pray; 
For benefits receiv'd high altars raiſe, 
And offer up our hymns and praiſe ; 
In vain his anger dread, or laws obey, 
An abſent god from ruin can defend 
No more than can an abſent friend ; 5 
No more is capable to know — 
How gratefully we make returns, 


| When the loud muſic ſounds, or victim burns, 
Than a poor Indian ſlave of Mexico, 1 


If fo, 'tis equally i in vain 
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The proſperous ſings, and wretched mourns 3 


lle cannot hear the praiſe, or mitigate the pain. 8 


But by what Being is confin'd, 
'The Godhead we adore? 
He muſt have equal or ſuperior power: 7 
If equal only, they each other bind, 
So neither 's God, if we define him richt, 
For neither 's inſinite. 

But if the other have ſuperior might 
Then he, we worſhip, can't pretend to be 
Omnipotent, and free 

From all reſtraint, and ſo no Deity. 


11 


1687 ' 
"131 * 

1 

* 

ti j 

if * 

ö x 

i 8 

9 2 

} 7 

4 


Ad Ate 722 


== ; S. = — — - - 2 
F "4 * _ + 
ALAS AMS a. ME eo 


96 POMPRET'S POEMS. 


If God is limited in ſpace; his view, _ 
His knowledge, power, and wiſdom, is ſo too: 
Unleſs we Il own, that theſe perfections are 
At all times preſent every where, 
Yet he himſelf not actually there. 
Which to ſuppoſe, that ſtrange conclation 1 
His eſſence and his attributes are different thungs. 


 IMMUTABILITY, 


AS the ſupreme, omniſcient mind, 
Is by no boundaries confin'd ; 
So Reaſon muſt acknowledge him to be 
T From poſlible mutation free: : 
— For what He is, He was from all eternity. 
Change, whether the effect of force or will, 
| Muſt argue imperfection ſtill. | 
hut imperfection in a Deity, 
| That 's abſolutely perfect, cannot be: 
Who can compel, without his own conſent, 
A God to change that is omnipotent? 
And every alteration without force, 
Is for the better or the worſe. 
Nie that is infinitely wiſe, 
'To alter for the worſe will never chooſe, 5 
That a depravity of nature ſhews : 
And He, in whom all true perfection . 
Cannot by change to | greater excellencies riſe, 
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If God be mutable, which way, or how, 

Shall we demonſtrate, that will pleaſe him now, 
Which did a thouſand years ago ? EC 
And tt is impoſſible to know, 

What He forbids, or what He will allow. 

Murder, inchantment, luſt, and perjury, 

Did in the foremoſt rank of TOR RN x 

Prohibited by an expreſs command : 

But whether ſuch they till remain to be, 

No argument will poſitively prove, 

Without immediate notice from above; * 

If the Almighty Legiſlator can 
| Be chang'd, like his inconſtant ſubject, mad, 5 
Uncertain thus what to perform or ſhun, ” 
We all intolerable hazards run, - „ 
When an eternal ſtake is to be loſt or won. 


JUSTICE. 


| Rejoice, ye ſons of piety, and ſing 
Loud Hallelujahs to his glorious name, 
Who was, and will for ever be the ſame : 
| Your grateful incenſe to his temples bring, 
That from the ſmoking altars may ariſe 
Clouds of perfumes to the imperial ſkies. = 
His promiſes ſtand firm to you, 
And endleſs joys will be beſtow'd, 
As ſure as that there is a God, 
On all who virtue chooſe, and righteous paths purſye. ; 
Vor. XVII. 3 1 Nor 


| Crimes take their eſtimate from guilt, and grow 


1 Bur the infliction he on the offender lays. 


" "POMFRET*'S POEMS, + 


Nor ſhould we more his menaces dium. Du 
For while he is a Deity he muſt Ag 
(As infinitely good) be infinitely juſt, Ih 
But does it with a gracious godhead ſuit, A 
Whoſe Merey is his darling attribute, Te 
To puniſh crimes that temporary be, Br 
And thoſe but trivial offences too _ Y 

: Mere ſlips of human nature, ſmall and few, I 


Wich everlaſting miſery ? 
This ſhocks the mind with deep refleions fravgh 
And Reaſon bends beneath the ponderous thought; 


More heinous till, the more they do incenſe 
1 hat God to whom all creatures Owe | 
Profoundeſt reverence; 
" Theo as to that degree tas raiſe 
The anger of the merciful Moſt High, 
We have no ſtandard to diſcern it by, 


So that if endleſs puniſhment on all 
O.aur unrepented fins muſt fall, - 
None, not the leaſt, can be accounted ſmall, 
That God is in perfection juſt, muſt be 
Allow'd by all that own a Deity: 

If fo, from equity he cannot ſwerve, 

Nor puniſh finners more than they deſerve. 
His will reveal'd, is both expreſs and clear; 

Ve curſed of my Father, go 

o §everlaſting woe.“ 

8 If exerlaling means cternal here, 


Daration 
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Duration abſolutely without end; 
Againſt which ſenſe ſome zealouſſy contend, 


Thar when applied to pains, 1t only n 
They ſhall ten thouſand ages laſts t: 


_ 


Ten thouſand, more, perhaps, when ey are < paſt . 


But not eternal in a literal ſenſe : 

Yet own the pleaſures of the juſt remain 

So long as there 's a God exiſts to reign. 

Though none can give a fold rexdon, r 
The word Eternity, e 

To heaven and hell indifferent join'd, 

Should carry ſenſe of a different kind; 

* And * t is a ſad experiment to "Ops 


GOODNESS. 


; But if there be one attribute deine 
With greater luſtre than the reſt can ſhine, 
I is goodneſs, which we every moment ſee 
The godhead exerciſe with ſuch delight, 
It ſeems, it only ſeems, to be 
a The beſt-belov'd perfection of the _ 
And more than infinite. 
Without that, he could never prove 
The proper objects of our praiſe or love, 


Were he not good, he d be no more concern 4 


I 0 hear the wretched in affliction ery, 


Or ſee the guiltleſs for the guilty die, 
Than Nero, when the flaming city burn'd, 
| Aud weeping Romans Cer] its ruins mourn'd. 
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Eternal juſtice then would be, 

But everlaſting cruelty; 
Power unreſtrain'd, almighty violence 
And wiſdom unconfin'd, but craft immenſe, 

75 is goodneſs conſtitutes him that he is; 
_ fe And thoſe 
Who will deny him this, 
A god without a deity ſuppole. _ 
W. hen the lewd atheiſt blaſphemouſly ſwears, = 
Buy his tremendous name 
There is no god, but all 's a ſham; 

Inſipid tattle, praiſe, and prayers, | 

_ Virtue, pretence; and all the ſacred rules 
Religion teaches, tricks to cully fool: 
Iuſtice would ſtrike th' audacious villain dead, 
But mercy, boundleſs, ſaves his guilty head; 
_ Gives him protection, and allows him bread, 
Does not the ſinner whom no danger awes, 
V ;Uhout reſtraint, his infamy purſue, 

Rejoice, and glory in it too; | 
Laugh at the power divine, and ridicule his laws) 
Labour in vice his rivals to excel, 

That, when he 's dead, they may their 8 tell 
How wittily the fool was damn'd, how hard he fell? 

Vet this vile wretch in ſafety lives, 
Bleflings in common with the beſt receives; 
Though he is proud t' affront the God thoſe bleſſings 

The chearful ſun his influence ſheds on all; 
Has no reſpect to good or ill: 


An 
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nd fruitful ſhowers without diſtinction fall, Dx 
Vhich fields with corn, with graſs the paſtures, fill. 
he bounteous hand of Heaven beſtows : 
oucceſs and honour many times on thoſe 

Who ſcorn his aur, and careſs his foes. 


To this ood God, whom my adventurous pen 
Has dar'd to celebrate 

In lofty Pindar's ftrainz 

Though with unequal ſtrength to bear the welght : 
Of ſuch a ponderous theme ſo infinitely great: 

To this good God, celeſtial ſpirits pay, 

With extacy divine, inceſſant praiſe: _ 

While on the glories of his face they gare, 

In the bright regions of eternal dax. 

To him each rational exiſtence here, 
Whoſe breaſt one ſpark of gratitude contains, 

In whom there are the leaſt remains 

Of piety or fear, 
His tribute brings of joyful weniges 
For pardon prays, and for Protection flies : : 

Nay, the inanimate creation. give, 

Hy prompt obedience to his word, 

Inſtinctive honour to their er; 
And ſhame the thinking world, who in rebellion lives. 
With Heaven and earth then, © my ſoul, unite,, g 
And the great God of both adore and bleſs, 
Who gires thee competence, content, and peace; 
The only tountains of ſincere delight . 
„„ That 
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1 

That from the tranſitory joys below, And 
Thou by a happy exit may'f remove To c 
To thoſe ineffable above; And 
Which from the vifion of the i 1551 ; Bi 
And . end, decreaſe, nor interruption know, LY 
* 

i ELEAZAR'S LAMENTATION X 
OVER JERUSALEM, | Th 
'PARAPHRASED OUT OF JOSEPHUS, * 
LAS, Jerafalem ! ans! where” s now J Bt 

Thy priſtine glory, thy unmatch'd renown, V 


To which the heathen monarchies did bow ? 3 
Ah, hapleſs, miſerable town! n 
Where 's all thy majeſty, thy W gone, 
Thou onee moſt noble, celebrated place, 
The joy and the delight of all the earth; 
| Who gav'ſt to godlike princes birth, 
And bred up heroes, an immortal race? : GAUL 
Where 's now the vaſt magnificence, which made 
The ſouls of foreigners adore _ 
Thy wondrous brightneſs, which no more 
| Shall ſhine, but he in an eternal ſhade? 
Oh miſery! where 's all her mighty ſtate, 
| Her ſplendid train of numerous . 
5 Her noble ediſices, noble things, 
Whichꝰntade her ſeem ſo eminently great, 
That n, Princes in "ey * r 4 
3d T 8 And 
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And wealthy preſents, as their tribute, brought, 
To court her friendſhip ? For her ſtrength 22 65 Near” d, 
And all her wide protection ſought. 0 
But now, ah! now they laugh and cry, 
See how her lofty buildings lie! 
See how her flaming turrets ts gild the * 


Where 's al the young, the 2 and che 80 © 
That on her feſtivals were us'd to play _ 
Harmonious tunes, and beautify the day? 

The glittering troops, which did from far, 

Bring home the trophies, and the ſpoils of war, 
Whom all the nations round with terror view'd, 
Nor durſt their godlike valour try? 
Where'er they fought, they certainly f ubdued, 
And every combat gain'd a victory, 
Ah! where 's the houſe of the Eternal King: 65 
The beauteous temple of the Lord of Hoſts, 
Jo whoſe large treaſuries our fleet did bring 
The gold and jewels of remoteſt coaſts? 
There had the infinite Creator plac'd | 

His terrible, amazing name, 8 
And with his more peculiar preſence grac d 
; That heavenly ſanctum, where no mortal came, 
The high-prieſt only; he but once a year 
In that divine apartment might appear: 

So full of glory, and ſo ſacred then, 
But now corrupted with the heaps of ſlain, 


Which ſcatter'd round with blood; defile the mighty , 


fane, | 


Is; + 5 Alas, 
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Alas, Jeruſalem! each ſpacious ſtreet 

Was once ſo fill'd, the numerous throng 
Was forc'd to joſtle as they paſs'd along, 
And thouſands did with thouſands meet; 
The darling then of God, and man's belov'd retreat. 
In thee was the bright throne of juſtice fix d, 
| Juſtice impartial, and vain fraud unmix'd! 
She ſcorn'd the beauties of fallacious Sold, 
Dieſpiſing the moſt wealthy bribes; 

But did the ſacred balance hold _ 
With god-like faith to all our happy tribes, 
IThy well-built ftreets, and every noble ſquare, 
Were once with poliſh'd marble laid, 
And all his lofty bulwarks made 
With wondrous labour, and with artful. care. | 
Thy ponderous gates, ſurprizing to behold, 
Were cover'd o'er with ſolid gold; 
Whoſe ſplendor did fo glorious appear, 
It raviſh'd and amaz'd the eye; 
5 And ſtrangers paſſing, to themſelves . ry. | 
What mighty heaps of wealth are here! 
8 How thick the bars of maſly filver lie! 

O happy people! and ſtill happy be, 

Celeſtial city! from deſtruction free, 
f May'ſt thou enjoy a long, entire proſperity | : 


Fach c 
But 
Some 
Nativ 
De 


But now, oh wretched, 3 place! 
Ih ſtreets and palaces are ſpread 
With heaps of carcaſes, and mountains of the dead, 
The bleeding relics of the Jewiſh race! | 
: N Each 


7 


Fach corner of the town, no vacant ſpace, 

But is with breathleſs bodies fill d, 

Some by the ſword, and ſome by famine, Killa, 

Natives and ſtrangers are together laid: 

| Death's arrows all at random flew 

Amongſt the crowd, and no diſtinction made, 

gut both the coward and the valiant llew. 

All in one diſmal ruin join'd, 

(For ſwords and peſtilence are blind) 

The fair, the good, the brave, no mercy fl * 

Thoſe that from far, with joyful haſte. 

Came to attend thy feſtival, 

Of the ſame bitter poiſon taſte, 

And by the black, deſtructive poiſon fall ; 3 

For the avenging ſentence paſs'd on all. 
Oh! ſee how the delight of human eyes th 

In horrid deſolation lies! 

See how the burning ruins FEET * 

Nothing now left, but a ſad, empty name! 

And the triumphant victor cries, 


This was the fam d Jeruſalem | 


The moſt obdurate creature muſt 

Be griev'd to ſee thy palaces in duſt, 

Thofe ancient habitations of the juſt: 

And could the marble rocks but know 

The miſeries of thy fatal overthrow, 

They 'd ftrive to find ſome ſecret way unknown, 1 
davgre the ſenſeleſs nature of tle ſtone, 
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Their pity and concern to ſhew: 
ee For now, where lofty buildings ood, 
Thy ſans corrupted carcaſes are laid: 
And all by this deſtruction made 

One common Golgotha, one field of blood! 
See! how thoſe ancient men, who rul'd thy ftate, 

And made thee happy, made thee great z 
Who ſat upon the awful chair © 
Of mighty Moſes, in long ſcarlet clad, 
The good to cheriſh, and chaſtiſe the bad, 
No ſit in the corrupted air, 8 
In ſilent melancholy, and in ſad deſpair! i 
Ser how their murder'd children round them lie! : 
Ad, diſmal ſcene! hark how they cry! g 
| Woe! woe! one beam of mercy give, 5 
| Good Heaven! alas, for we would live! 

. Be pitiful, and ſuffer us to die! 
hbus they lament, thus beg for eaſe; 
While in their feeble, aged arms they hold 

The bodies of their offspring, ſtiff and cold, | 
'To guard them from the ravenous ſavages : 
Till their increaſing ſorrows death perſuade | 
„(For death muſt ſure with pity ſee 
The horrid deſolation he has made) 
| To put a period to all their miſery, 

Thy wretched daughters that ſurvive, 

Are by the heathen kept alive, 

Only to gratify their luſt, 

And then be mix'd with common . 
Oh! inſupportable, ſtupendous woe! 


What 


What ſhall we do:! ? ah! whither ſhall we go ? 


Down to the grave, down to thoſe happy ſhades below, ; 


Where all our brave progenitors are bleſt 
With endleſs triumph and eternal reſt, 


But who, zithownt A flood of tears, can e 
Thy mournful, ſad cataſtrophe? 
Who can behold thy glorious temple lie 
In aſhes, and not be in pain to die? 
| Unhappy, dear Jeruſalem! thy woes 
Have rais'd my griefs to ſuch a vaſt exceſs, 
Their mighty weight no mortal knows, 
Thought cannot comprehend, or words expreſs, 
_y can they poſſibly, while J ſurvive, be leſs, 
Good Heaven had been extremely kind, 
If it had truck me dead, or ſtruck me blind, 
Before this curſed time, this worſt of days. 
1s death quite tir'd? are all his arrows ſpent ? 
If not, why then ſo many dull delays? 
Quick, quick, let the obliging dart be ſent! 
Nay, at me only let ten thouſand ff, 
Whoe er ſhall wretchedly furvive ; that 1 
Ml,y, happily, be ſure to die. 
Pet ſtill we live, live in exceſs of pain! 
O.iur friends and relatives are ſlain! 
Nothing but ruins round us ſee, 


E- Nothing but deſolation, woe, and miſery]? _ 
| Nay, while we thus, with bleeding hearts, complain, 


Our enemies without prepare 
Their direful engines to purſue the war; | 
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And you may laviſhly preſerve your breath, 


Dr ſeek for — in the arms of death. 


Thus then reſolve ; nor wenble at the woah = 
Caan glory be too dearly bought? 5 
Since the Almighty wiſdom has decreed, 

That we, and all our progeny, ſhould bleed, 

It ſhall be after ſuch a noble way, 

f Succeeding ages will with wonder view 
What brave deſpair compell'd us to l 
No, we will ne er ſurvive another day! 

Bring then your wives, your children, all 
That s valuable good or dear, 
With ready hands, and place them bere; * 

bo hey ſtiall unite in one vaſt funeral. 

Ik know your courages are truly down, 

And dare do any thing but ill: 
Who would an aged father fave, 

: That he may live in chains and be a ſlave, 
Or for remorſeleſs enemies to kill? 
Let y your bold hands then give the fatal blow: 
For, what at any other time would be 


he dire effect of rage and eruelty, 


Is mercy, tenderneſs, and pity, now! 
This then perform'd, we 'll to the battle * 

And there, amidſt our ſlaughter'd foes, expire. 
If 't is revenge and glory you deſire, 8 
Now you may have them, if you dare but die! 
Nay, more, ev'n freedom and eternity 
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A PROSPECT OF DEATH. 
4 1 N D ARI i 


«© —— Sed omnes una manet non... 
Et calcanda ſemel via lethi. Horace, 


INC E we can die but once, and after death 
Our ſtate no alteration knows; 
But, when we have reſign'd our breath. 
IT h' immortal ſpirit goes 
To endleſs joys, or everlaſting woes: 
| Wiſe is the man who labours to ſecure 
That mighty and important ſtake; 
And, by all methods, ſtrives to make 
His „ ſafe, and his reception ſure. 
Merely to die, no man of reaſon fears; 
For certainly we muſt, 
As we are born, return to duſt: _ 
I is the laſt point of many lingering years: : 
But whither then we go, Hg 
Whither, we fain would know; 
But human underſtanding cannot ſhew. 
This makes us tremble, and creates 
Strange apprehenſions in the mind ; 
Pills it with reſtleſs doubts, and wild debates, 
Concerning what we, living, cannot find. 


None 
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None know what death is, but the dead; 
Therefore we all, by nature, dying dread, 

As a ſtrange, doubtful . we know not how to tread, 


When to the margin. of the grave we come, 
And ſcarce have one black, painful hour to live; 3 
No hopes, no proſpeR, of a kind ede, 
| To ſtop our ſpeedy paſſage to the tomb;  _ 
How moving, and how mournful, is the fight? 
How wondrous pitiful, how wondrous ſad ! 
Where then is refuge, where is comfort, to be had 
In the dark minutes of the dreadful night, 
To chear our drooping ſouls for their amazing * 
Feeble and languiſhing in bed we lie. 
Deſpairing to recover, void of reſ; 
Wiſhing for death, and yet afraid to die: 3 
Terrors and doubts diſtract our breaſt, 
With mighty agonies and mighty pains oppreſt. 


Our face is moiften'd with a clammy ſveat; 
Faint and irregular the pulſes beat; 
Ĩ)bbe blood unactive grows, 

And thickens as it flows, 


'Depriv'd of all its vigour, all its vital kin; 
Our dying eyes roll heavily about, 
Their light juſt going out; 
And for ſome kind aſſiſtance call: 
But pity, uſeleſs pity 's all 


Our weeping friends can ire. 
Or we receive 


Though their deſires are great, their ir powers are ſmall, 


The 
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The tongue is unable to declare 
The pains and griefs, the miſeries we bear; 
How inſupportable our torments are. 
Muſic no more delights our deafening ears, 
Reſtores our joys, or diſſipates our fears; 
But all is melancholy, all is fad, 
In robes of deepeſt mourning clad ; 
For, every faculty, and every fenſe, 
Partakes the woe of. this dire exigence. 


+ 
y 
o 
. 
* 
* 
4 
bl 
” 
5 
J - 
+8 
3 
M4: 
U 
| 
by 4 
0 
_ 
'B 
47 
* 
*. 
q 
(5 
17 
A 
i 


LEM RA” IP OY 2 


Then we are ſenſible too late, 
*Tis no advantage to be rich or great: 
For, all the fulſome pride and gy + of . 
No conſolation brings. 
Riches and honours then are uſeleſs things, ; 
Taſteleſs, or bitter, all; 3 — 
And, lie the book which the apoſtle cat, CCT 
Io the ill judging palate ſweet, „ i 
But turn at laſt to nauſeouſneſs and gall. 
Nothing will then our drooping ſpirits chear, 
But the remembrance of good actions paſt, 
_ Virtue 's a joy that will for ever laſt, 
And makes pale death leſs terrible appear; 
Takes out his baneful ting, and-palliates our fear, | 
In the dark anti-chamber of the grave 
What would we give (ev'n all we have, 
All that our care and induſtry have gain'd, 
Al that our r policy, our . our art, obtain dy 
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Could. 


112 POMFRET'S POEMS. 


Could we recall thoſe fatal hours again, 
Which we conſum'd in ſenſeleſs vanities, 
Ambitious follies, or luxurious eaſe! 
For then they we our Pn and increaſe 0 our pain, 


Our friends and relatives ſtand weeping by, 
Diſſolv'd in tears, to ſee us die, e 
5 And plunge i into the deep abyſs of wide eternity, 
In vain they mourn, in vain they grieve: 
I beir ſorrows cannot ours relieve. 
They pity our deplorable eſtate; 
But what, alas, can pity do | 
I 0 ſoften the decrees of fate? 
Beſides, the ſentence is irrevocable too. 
All their endeavours to preſerve our breath, 
Though they do unſucceſsful prove, 
Shew us how much, how tenderly, they love, 
But cannot cut off the entail of death, | 
b Mournful they look, and crowd about our bed: 5 | 
One, with officious haſte, 7 „ 
Brings us a cordial we want ſenſe to taſte; 1 
Another ſoftly raiſes up our head; 
This wipes away the ſweat; that, ſighing, cries 
See what convulſions, what ſtrong agonies, 
Both ſoul and body undergo!? 
His pains no intermiſſion know z 
For every gaſp of air he draws, returns in fighs, a 
Each would his kind aſſiſtance lend, 
Jo fave his dear relation, or his dearer friend; 


"But fill in vain with deſtiny they all contend, 


BI 


Mig nn... 


Our 
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Our father, pale with Sur 4 watching grown, 
Takes our cold hand in his, and cries, adieu! 
Adieu, my child! now I muſt follow you: 
Then weeps, and gently lays it down. 
Our ſons, who, in their tender years, 
Were objects of our cares, and of our fears, 
Come trembling to our bed, and, kneeling, cry, 
Bleſs us, O father! now before you die; | 
Bleſs us, and be you bleſs'd to all eternity. 
Our friend, whom equal to ourſelves we love, 
- Compaſſionate and kind, 
| Cries, will you leave me here behind ? 
Without me fly to the bleſs'd ſeats above? 
Without me, did I fay? Ah, no! 
Without thy friend thou canſt not go: 
For, though thou leav'ſt me groveling here below, 
My ſoul with thee ſhall upward fly, 
And bear thy ſpirit company, 
Through the bright paſſage of the yielding ky. 
_ Ev'n death, that parts thee from thy {elt, ſhall be 
Incapable to leparate | 
(For 'tis not in the power of fate) 
My friend, my beſt, my deareſt friend, and me: 
Bur, lince i it muſt be ſo, farewell; | 
For ever! No; for we ſhall meet again, 1 
And live like gods, though now we die like men, 
In the eternal regions, Where juſt ſpirits dwell, 
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The ſoul, unable longer to maintain 
The fruitleſs and unequal ſtrife, 
Finding her weak endeavours vain, 

To keep the counterſcarp of life, 

Buy ſlow degrees, retires towards the heart, 
_ And fortifies that little fort 
With all its kind artilleries of art; 
- Botanic legions guarding every port. 
: Bar death, whoſe arms no mortal can repel, 
A A formal ſiege diſdains to lay; 
Summons his fierce battalions to the fray, 
Andi in a minute ſtorms the feeble citadel, 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 
Pretends to make a ſolid peace; 
ut ' tis all ſham, all artifice, > 
| That we may negligent and careleſs be: 
For, if his armies are withdrawn to-day, 
And we believe no danger near, 
But all is peaceable, and all is clear; 
His troops return ſome unſuſpected way; 
While in the ſoft embrace of ſleep we lie, 
7 he ſecret murderers ſtab us, and we die, 


"Shia our fit parents fall, 
Inevitable death deſcends on all; 
A portion none of human race can miſs | 
Io Hut that which makes it ſweet or bitter, 18 
Ihe fears of miſery, or certain hopes of bliſs. = 
| For, when th? impenitent and wicked die, | 
3 Leaded with Crimes 5 and infamy; 
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If any ſenſe at that fad time remains, 
They feel amazing terrors, mighty pains ; 
The earneſt of that vaſt, ſtupendous woc, 
Which they to all eternity muſt undergo, 
Confin'd in hell with everlaſting chains. 
Infernal ſpirits hover in the air, 
Like ravenous wolves, to ſeize upon the prey, 
And hurry the departed ſouls away 
Jo the dark receptacles of deſpair : 
' Where they muſt dwell till that tremendous day, 
When the loud trump ſhall call them to appear 
Fefore a Judge moſt terrible, and moſt ſevere; 
Hy whoſe Juſt ſentence they muſt ” 
7 0 excrlaſting . and endleſs woe. | 


But the good man, | whoſe foul 3 is pure, 
Unſpotted, regular, and free 
From all the ugly ſtains of luſt and villainy, 

Of mercy and of pardon ſure, 
Looks through the darkneſs of the gloomy night : 
And fees the dawning of a glorious day; 
Sees crowds of angels ready to convey 
His ſoul whene'er ſhe takes her flight 
Jo the ſurprizing manſions of anal light, 
Then the celeſtial guards around him ſtand ; 
Nor ſuffer the black dæmons of the air 
1” oppoſe his paſſage to the promis'd land, 
Or terrify his thoughts with wild deſpair; 
Pur all is calm within, and all without 1s lar, 


3 
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His prayers, his charity, his virtues, preſs 
To plead for mercy when he wants it moſt ; r 
Not one of all the happy number 's loſt : Bu 
And thoſe bright advocates ne er want ſucceſs, 

; But when the ſoul 's releas'd from dull mortality, 
She paſſes up in triumph through the ſky ; 
Where ſhe 's united to a glorious throng 

Of angels ; who, with a celeſtial ſong, 
en her conqueſt as ſhe flies along. 


If therefore all muſt quit the ſtage, 
When, or how ſoon, we cannot know; 
Do, But, late or early, we are ſure to go; 
In the freſh bloom of youth, or wither'd ages 
We cannot take too ſedulous a care, 
In this] important, grand affair: 
For as we die, we muſt remain ; . 
Hereafter all our hopes are vain, 
To make our peace with Heaven, or to return again, 
The heathen, who no better underſtood | 
Than what the light of nature taught, declar'd, 
No future miſery could be prepar'd 
For the ſincere, the merciful, the good; 
But, it there was a ſtate of reſt, _ 
They ſhould with the ſame ee be bleſt 
As the immortal gods, if gods there were, police, 1 
We have the promiſe of th' eternal truth, 
"Thoſe who li e well, and pious pachs purſue, 
To wan, and to their Maker, true, 
Let them expire in age, or youth, 


Can 
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Can never miſs 
Their way to everlaſting bliſs 2 | 
Put from a world of miſery and care 
Jo manſions of eternal eaſe repair; Ns 
Where joy in full perfection flows, 
And in an endleſs circle moves, 
Through the vaſt round of beatific love, 
Which no ceſſation knows. 
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AND ENSUING JUDGMENT, 


A PIN DAR 10 E 8 8 AY. 


FEſſe quoque in fatis, reminiſcitur, affore tempus 


© Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia cœli 


* Ardeat, & mundi moles i laborat,” Ovid. Met. 


No W the black days of at , 5 


Which wondrous prophecies foretold, are come: 


What ſtrong convulſions, what ſtupendous woe, 
Muſt ſinking nature undergo; _ 


Amidſt the dreadful wreck, and final overthrow l. 


Methinks I hear her, conſcious of her fate, 
With fearful groans, and hideous. cries, 


Fill the Preſaging ſkies; 
3 


Unable 
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UD Unable to ſupport the weight 
Or of the preſent, or approaching miſeries. 1 
Mlethinks J hear her ſummon al! 98 5 
Her guilty offspring raving with deſpair, 

And trembling, cry aloud, Prepare, 

he ſublunary powers, t' attend my funeral! 


See, ſee the tragical portents, 
1 hoſe diſmal harbingers of dire events! 
Loud thunders roar, and darting lightnings fly 
_ Through the dark concave of the troubled {ky ; 
N F he fiery ravage is begun, the end is nigh. 
= See how the glaring meteors blaze! 
Like baleful torches, O they come, 
Io light diſſolving Nature to her tomb! _ 
And, ſcattering round their peſtilential rays, 
a Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze. 
Vaſt ſheets of flame, and globes of fire, 
By an impetuous wind are driven | 
Through all the regions of the inferior heaven ; : 
Tin, hid in ſulphurous ſmoke, chey ſeemingly expire. 


. | Sad and amazing *tis to ſee, 
What mad confuſion rages over all 
This ſcorching ball! . 
No country is exempt, no nation free, 
But each partakes the epidemic miſery, _ 
What diſmal havoc of mankind is made 
By wars, and peſtilence, and dearth, 
Ikhrough the whole mournful 0 ? 
Which with a murdering fury they invade, 
5 Forſook by Providence, and all propitious aid ! ! 
Wut 
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W hilſt fiends let looſe, their utmoſt rage employ, A 
To ruin all things here below; | | 


| Their malice and revenge no limits know, 
But, in the univerſal tumult, all deſtroy, 


' Diſtracted mortals from their cities fly, 
Por ſafety to their champain 1 
But there no ſafety can be found ; _ 
The vengeance of an angry Deity, 
Wich unrelenting fury, does incloſe them round: 
. whilſt for merey ſome aloud implore 
The God they ridicul'd before 
And others, raving with their woe, 
: (For hunger, thirſt, deſpair, they undergo) OS 
Blaſpheme and curſe the Power they ſhould adore: 


The earth, parch'd up with drought, her jaws extends, 


And opening wide a dreadful tomb, 
The howling multitude at once deſcends 
x ogether all into her burning womb. : 


The trembling Alps abſcond their aged heads 
In mighty pillars of infernal ſmoke, 0 
Which from their bellowing caverns broke, = 
- And ſuffocates whole nations where it ſpreads, | EO, 
Sometimes the fire within divides 
The maſſy rivers of thoſe ſecret chains, 
Which hold together their prodigious ſides, 


While towns and cities, every thing below, 
Is overwhelm'd with the ſame burſt of woe. : 


2% 


And hurls the ſhatter'd rocks o'er all the plains 2 = Sn, 
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No ſhowers deſcend from the malignant ſky, 
Io cool the burning of the thirſty field; 
TPluhe trees no leaves, no graſs the meadows, yield, 

But all is barren, all is dry. 

The little rivulets no more 

To larger ſtreams their tribute pay, 

Nor to the. ebbing ocean they; 
Which, with a ſtrange unuſual roar, 
: Forſakes thoſe ancient bounds it would have pals 

before: 1 
And to the monſtrous deep in vain retire : 
For ey'n the deep itſelf is not ſecure, = 
But belching ſubterraneous fires, 

Increaſes ſtill the ſcalding calenture, 

: Which neither carth, nor air, nor r water, can endure, | 


"0 he fan, by S concern d 
At thoſe convulſions, Pangs, and agonies, 
Which on the whole creation ſeize, 
1s to ſubſtantial darkneſs turn'd. 
The neighbouring moon, as if a purple flood 
Oeerflow'd her tottering orb, appears 
Like a huge maſs of black corrupted blood ; 
For ſhe herſelf a diſſolution fears. 
Ĩ)be larger planets, which once ſhone ſo bright, 
k : With the reflected rays of borrow'd light, 
1 Shook from their centre, without motion lie, 
VUnwieldy globes of ſolid night, 
And ruinous lumber of the ſky. 


Amidiſt 
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Amidſt this dreadful hurricane of woes, 
For fire, confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Fill every region of the tortur'd earth and air) 

The great archangel his loud trumpet blows; 
At whoſe amazing found freſh Ar 

Upon expiring nature ſeize: 
For now ſhe il in few minutes know 
The ultimate event and fate of all below, 
Awake, ye dead, awake, he cries ; 
( For all muſt come) 
All that had human breath, ariſe, 
To hear 1 _ unalterable doom. 


At this the ghaſtly tyrant, who had yy d 
So many thouſand ages uncontroll'd. 
No longer could his ſceptre hold; 
But gave up all, and was himſelf a captive made. 
The ſcatter'd particles of human clay, 
Which in the ſilent grave's dark chambers 1 
Keſume their priſtine forms again, 
And now from mortal, grow immortal men. 
eee energy of ſacred Power, 
Which can collect whatever caſt 
The ſmalleſt atoms, and that ſhape reſtore 
Which they had worn ſo many years before, 
That — "7g ſtrange accidents and numerous 5 changes 
ny ! 


See 3 joyful angels fly 
From every quarter of the ſky, 


10.: 
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To gather and to convoy all 
'The pious ſons of human race, 
Io one capactous place, 3 
Above the conſines of this flaming ball. 
See with what tenderneſs and love they bear 
T hoſe righteous ſouls through the tumultuous ar; 
Whilſt the ungodly ſtand below, . 

Raging with ſhame, confuſion, and deſpair, 
Fm Amidſt the burning overthrow, _ 

- Repetiing fiercer torment, and acuter woe, . 
Round them infernal ſpirits howling fly; „ 


O horror, curſes, tortures, chains! they cry 
And roar aloud with execrable blaſphemy. 


Hark how the daring ſons of infamy 
Who once diffolv'd in pleaſures lap, 
And laugh'd at this tremendous day. 


Io rocks and mountains now to hide them cry, 


But rocks and mountains all in aſhes lie. 

5 Tbeir ſhame 's ſo mighty, and fo ſtrong their fear, 5 
That, rather than appear 
Before a God incens'd, they would be burl'd 
Amongſt the burning ruins of the world, 
And lie conceal'd, if poſſible, for ever thee, 
"Ty: was they would not own a Deity, 
Nor after death a future ſtate; 

Bot now, by ſad experience, find, too late, 
I)here is, and terrible to that degree, . 
That rather than eden his 9205 they d ceaſe to be. 
| | | Oe 
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And ſure * tis better, if Heaven would give conſent, 
Io have no being; but they muſt remain, 
For ever, and for ever be in pain. 
0 o eier ſtupendous puniſhment, _ 
W cannot be endur d, yet muſt be underwent ! 


But now, the 91 kies expanding wide, 

The glorious Judge omnipotent deſcends, 
And to the ſublunary world his paſlage bends ; 
here, cloath'd with human nature, he did once reſide, 
Round him the bright ethereal armies fly, 

And loud triumphant hallelujahs fing, 
With ſongs of praiſe, and hymns of victory, 
; To their celeſtial king; 

All glory, power, c majeſty, 
Now, and for everlaſting ages, be 
To the Eſſential One, and Co-eternal Three, 

| Periſh that world, as 'tis decreed, 

Which ſaw the God incarnate bleed . 
Periſh by thy almighty vengeance thoſe 
Who durſt thy perſon, or thy laws, expoſe; 
The curſed refuge of mankind, and hell's proud ſeed. 
Nov to the unbelieving nations ſhew, 
Thou art a God from all eternity; 
Not titular, or but by office ſo; 
And let them the myſterious union lee 
ö Of human nature with the my 


With as 8 yet with awful fears, 

The good behold this glorious fight! _ 

Their God in all his majeſty appears, ES! 
WET . 5 5 Ineffable, 
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Ineffable, amazing bright, 

And ſeated on a throne of everlaſting light. 
Round the tribunal, next to the Moſt High, 
In ſacred diſcipline and order, ſtand 

The peers and princes of the ſky, 

As they excel in glory or command. 

Upon the right hand that illuſtrious crowd, 

In the white boſom of a ſhining cloud, 

| Whoſe ſouls abhorring all ignoble crimes, 
Did, with a ſteady courſe, purſue, 

His holy precepts in the worſt of times, 
Maugre what earth or hell, what man or devils could do, 
And now that God they did to death adore, 

For whom ſuch torments and ſuch pains they bore + 
Returns to place them on thoſe thrones above, 
| Where, undiſturb'd, uncloy'd, they will __ 5 

Divine, ſubſtantial happineſs, | 

Unbounded as his power, and . as his love. 


80 lein the judge impartial, fromning; cries, 
Thoſe rebel ſons, who did my laws deſpiſe ; _ 
Whom neither threats nor promiſes could move,, 


Dot all my ſufferings, nor all my love, 
To ſave themſelves from everlaſting miſeries. 5 
At this ten millions of archangels flew 
_ Swikter than lishtning, or the ſwifteſt chought, . 


And leſs than in an inſtant brought 
The wretched, curs'd, infernal, crew; . 
Who with diſtorted aſpects come, 


| T o hear their ſad, intolerable doom. 


Alas! they cry, one beam of mercy ſnew, 


8 
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Thou all- forgiving Deity ! 
To pardon crimes, 1s natural to thee : 
Cruſh us to nothing, or ſuſpend our woe. 
But if it cannot, cannot be, 
And we muſt go into a gulph of fire, 
(For who can with Omnipotence contend?) 
Grant, for thou art a God, it may at laſt expire, 
And all our tortures have an end. 

Eternal burnings, O, we cannot bear! 
Though now our bodies too immortal are, 
Let them be pungent to the laſt degree :; 

And let our pains innumerable be; 
. But let them not extend to „ 


Lo, now there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Miuſt by their actions ſtand or fall: 
To hope for pity, is in vain; 
The dye is caſt, and not to be 9 d again. 
Two mighty books are by two angels brought: 
In this, impartially recorded, ſtands e 
The law of nature, and divine commands: ; 

In that, each action, word, and thought, 
Wbate er was ſaid in ſecret, or in ſecret wrought. 
Then firſt the virtuous and the good, 

* ho all the fury of temptation ſtood, | 
And bra ely paſs'd thro* ignominy, chains, and blood. Be 
_ Attended by their guardian angels come 85 
To the tremendous har of final doom.. 

In vain the grand accuſer, railing, brings 

A lon, indictment of enormous things, 


| Whoſe 
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Whoſe damn wip'd off by penitential tears, 

And their Redeemer's blood and agonies, 

No more to their aſtoniſhment appears, 
But in the ſecret womb of dark oblivion lies. 


Come, now, my friends, he cries, ye fons of grace, 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and ſhame, 
Deſpis'd and hated for my name ; E | 
1 Come to your Saviour's and your God's embrace f 
Aſcend, and thoſe bright diadems poſſeſs. 
For you by my crernal Father made, 
Ere the foundation of the world was laid; 
| And that ſurprizing happineſs. 
Immenſe as my own Godhead, and will ne'er be TY 26 
For when I languiſhing in priſon lay, „ 
- and Rarv'd almoſt for want of bread, 
© You did your kindly viſits pay, | 
1 | . Both cloath'd my body, and my hunger bed. 
1 Weary'd with ſickneſs, or oppreſs'd with grief, 
Vour hand was always ready to ſupply : 
f | Whene' er 1 wanted, you were always by. 
| ; Io ſhare my ſorrows, or to give relief. 
| 
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In all diſtreſs, ſo tender was your love, 
I could no anxious trouble bear; ; 
6 No black misfortune, or vexatious care, 
But you were ſtill impatient to remove, 
: And mourn'd, your Charitable hand ſhould 1 


prove: 
All this you did, chough not to me 
10 perſon, yet to mine in miſery: 


0N THE GENERAL CONFLAGRATION. 127 
And ſhall for ever live 5 | 


In all the glories that a God can give | 
Or a created _ 8 able to receive. 


At this the chte divine on high 
Innumerable thrones of glory raiſe, 
On which they, in appointed order, place, 
The human coheirs of eternity, : 
| And with united hymns the God 1 incarnate praiſe: 
O holy, holy, holy, Lord, | 
Eternal God, Almighty One, 
Be : Thou for ever, and be Thou alone, 
* thy creatures, conſtantly adored ! 
Ineffable, co-equal Three, 
Who from non- entity gave birth 
FP: angels and to men, to heaven and to earth, 
Vet always waſt Thyſelf, and wilt for ever be. 
But for thy mercy, we had ne'er poſſeſt 
Theſe thrones, and this immenſe felicity; 
Could ne'er have been ſo infinitely bleſt! 
Therefore all Glory, Power, Dominton, Majeſty, N 
To Thee, O Lamb of God, to Thee, 
Tor ever longer, than for ever, be! 


Then the incarnate Godhead turns his face 
Io thoſe upon the left, and cries, 
{Almighty vengeance flaſhing in his eyes) 
Le impious, unbeheving race, 
To thoſe eternal torments go, es 
Trepar'd 
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But always are extreme, and always will be ſo, 


5 Which never, never, never can expire; ; 


| To; Joys e and — _ TN j 


For infant Reaſon is o'erpower'd in youth. 
Ihe cheats of ſenſe will half our learning ſhare ; 


| Reaſon, tis true, ſhould over ſenſe preſide: 
Correct our notions, and our judgments guides ; 
| But falfe opinions, rooted in the mind, 


Reaſon * s a taper, which but faintly burns ; 
A languid flame, that glows, and dies by turns: 
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Prepar'd for thoſe rebellious ſons of light, 
In burning darkneſs and in flaming night, 
Which ſhall no limit or ceſſation know, 


The final ſentence paſt, a dreadful cloud 
Incloſing all the miſerable crowd, 

A mighty hurricane of thunder roſe, 
And hurl'd them all into a lake of fire, 


The vaſt abyſs of endleſs woe: 
Whilſt with their God the righteous mount on high, 1] 
In glorious triumph paſſing through the ſky, | 


8 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1700. 
Er 
-NHAPP Y 3 2 1 ſucceſſive years, 
From early youth to life's laſt childhood ers? | 
No ſooner born but proves a foe to truth; 


And pre-conceptuons all our knowledge are. 


Hoodwink the ſoul, and keep our Reaſon blind. ü 
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he ſee t a little while, and but a little way; 
e travel by its light, as men by day: - 
But quickly dying, It forſakes us ſoon, 
Lice morning-ſtars, that never ſtay till noon. 
The ſoul can ſcarce above the body riſe ; 
And all we ſee is with corporeal eyes. 
Life now does ſcarce one glimpſe of light diſplay ; 
We mourn in darkneſs, and deſpair of day : e 
That natural night, once dreſt with orient beams, | 
I; now diminiſh'd, and a twilight ſeems; _ | 
A miſcellaneous compoſition, made 
Of night and day, of ſunſhine and of ſhade. 
Through an uncertain medium now we look, - 
And find that falſehood, which for truth we took: * 5 
80 rays projected from the eaſtern Kies, 8 
Sew the falſe day before the ſun can riſe. 5 
That little knowledge now which man obtains, N 
From outward objects, and from ſenſe he gains: 
He, like a wretched ſlave, muſt plod and ſweat; 
By day muſt toil, by night that toil repeat; 
And yet, at laſt, what little fruit he gains! 
A beggar's harveſt, glean'd with mighty pains! 
The paſſions, ſtill predominant, will rule 
Ungovern'd, rude, not bred in Reaſon's ſchool ; 
Our underſtanding they with darkneſs fill, 
Cauſe ſtrong corruptions, and pervert the will. 
On theſe the ſoul, as on ſome flowing tide, 
Muſt fit, and on the raging billows ride, 
Hurried away ; for how can be withſtood 
Ib impetuous torrent of the boiling blood 2 . 
Vor. XVII. K 5 
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Be gone, falfe hopes, for all our learning 's vain; 


Theſe are the tools of knowledge which we uſe; 
The ſpirits heated, will ſtrange things produce. 
Tell me, whoe'er the paſſions could WN oY 
Or from the body diſengage the foul: + © 
Till this is done, our beft purſuits are vain, 5 
To conquer truth, and unmix'd knowledge gain: . 
Through all the bulky volumes of the dead, 
And through thoſe books that modern times ws l | 
With pain we travel, as through mooriſh ground, 
| Where ſcarce one uſeful plant is ever found; 
_ Ofer-run with errors, which ſo thick appear, 
” Our ſearch proves vain, no no ſpark of truth is there. 


1 But idle nonſenſe of laborious fools, 
Who fetter Reaſon with perplexing rules ? 
What in Aquina's bulky works are found, 
| Does not enlighten Reafon, but confound : 
Who travels Scotus' ſwelling tomes, ſhall 2 
A cloud of darkneſs riſing on the mind; 
In controverted points can Reaſon rag 
When paſſion, or conceit, ſtill hurries us 2 
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Can we be free where theſe the rule maintain? 


_ What 's all the noiſy jargon of the ſchools, . 5 


Thus his new notions Sherlock would inſtil, 


And clear the greateſt myſteries at will; 
But, by unlucky wit, perplex'd them more, 
And made them darker than they were before. 
South ſoon oppos'd him, out of chriſtian zeal; 
Shewing how well he could diſpute and rail. 


How 


How ſhall we cer diſcover which Is right, 

When both ſo eagerly maintain the fight ? 

Tach does the other's arguments deride: ; 

Fach has the church and ſcripture on his fide, 

The ſharp, ill-natur? d combat *s but a jeſt; 4 

Poth may be wrong; one, perhaps, errs the lealt. 

How ſhall we know which articles are true, 

The old ones of the church, or Burnet's new? 

ln paths uncertain and unſafe he treads, 

Who blindly follows other fertile heads : 

What ſure, what certain mark have we to know, 

The right or wrong, twixt Burgeſs, Wake, and Howe > 
Should unturn'd nature crave the medic art, 
iat health can that contentious tribe impart * 

Fiery phyſician writes a different bill, 

And gives no other Reaſon but his will. 55 
No longer boaſt your art, ye impious race; 

Let wars ' twixt Alcalies and Acids ceaſe ; _ Po | Po, 

And proud GA with Colbatch be at peace. ; 

Gibbons and Radcliffe do but rarely gueſs ; 

To-day they ve good, to-morrow, no ſucceſs. _ 

Ev'n Garth and“ Maurus ſometimes ſhall prevail,. 

W ben Gibſon, learned Hannes, and Tyſon, fail. 

And, more than once, we ve ſeen, that blundering Sloane. 

Mifing the gout, by chance has hit che ſtone; 

The patient does the lucky error find: 

A eure he works, though not the cure deſign * 

Cuſtom, the world 's great idol, we adore; z. 

And knowing this, we ſeek to know no more, 


Sir Richard Blackmore. 
. What 
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What education did at firſt receive, 
Our ripen'd age confirms us to believe. 
The careful nurſe, and prieſt, are all we need, 
Jo learn 9p1040n8, and our country's creed: 
The parent's precepts early are inſtil'ld, _ 
And ſpail the man, while they inſtruct the child, 
To what hard fate is human-kind betray'd, 
When thus amplicit faith, a virtue made; 
When education more than truth prevails, 
And nought is current but what cuſtom ſeals? 
'Thus, from the time we firſt began to know, 
We live and learn, but not the wiſer grow. 
We ſeldom uſe our liberty aright, 
” Nor judge of things by univerſal light: 
Our prepoſſeſſions and affections bind £ 
Ihe foul in chains, and lord it o'er the mind; 
And if ſelf-intereſt be but in the caſe, 
Our unexamin'd principles may paſs! 
Good Heavens! that man ſhould thus himſelf deceive, 
To learn on credit, and on truſt believe! 
Better the mind no notions had retain'd, 
But ftill a fair, unwritten blank e 
For now, who truth from falſehood would 1 
Mljuſt firſt diſrobe the mind, and all unlearn, 
Errors, contracted in unmindful youth, 
When once remov'd, will ſmooth the way” to truth: 
Io diſpoſſeſs the child, the mortal lives; 
But death approaches ere the man arrives. 


Thoſe who would learning's glorious kingdom find, 


by The gear- bought purchaſc of the trading mind, 
From 


REASON 


From many Canals muſt themſelves ncquit;” 
4nd more than Scylla and Charybdis-meet.. 
0h! what an ocean mult be voyag'd o hath . 
To gain A proſpect of the ſhining ſhore ! 
Refiting rocks oppoſe th' inquiring ſoul, 
And adverſe waves retard it as they roll. 

Does not that fooliſh deference we pay 
To men that liv'd long ſince, our paſſage ſtay ?: 
What odd, prepoſterous paths at firſt we tread, 
ud learn to walk by ſtumbling on the dead 1. 

firſt we a blefling from the grave implore, 

Worſhip old urns, and monuments adore! 
The reverend ſage, with vaſt eſteem, we prize: 
Ve lir d. long ſince, and muſt be wondrous wiſe}: 
Thus are we debtors to the famous dead, 
For all thoſe errors which their fancies bred: 
Errors indeed! for real knowledge ftay'd _ 
With thoſe firſt times, not farther was convey dz. 
While light opinions are much lower men 
For on the waves of 1gnorance they float: 
But ſolid truth ſcarce ever gains · the more, 
do ſoon 1t ſinks, and ne' er emerges more. 

Suppoſe thoſe many dreadful dangers paſt; 
Will knowledge dawn, and bleſs the mind, at laſt F 
Ah! no, *t.1s now environ'd from our eyes, 
Hides all its charms, and undiſcover'd lies! 
Truth, like a ſingle point, eſcapes the fight, 
And claims attention to perceive it right! 
But what reſembles truth is ſoon deſcry'd, 


nds like a ſurface, and expanded wide! 5 
. 3 Tube 
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'The firſt man rarely, very rarely finds e 7 
'The tedious, fearch of long enquiring minds: Jaco 
| But yet what 's worſe, we know not what we err; E 
What mark does truth, what bright diſtinction bear 1 fir 
. How do we know that what we know is true? 1 
How ſhall we falſehood fly, and truth purſue ? An 
Let none then here his certain aha boaſt; : 
PT 5s all but probability at moſt : 


This is the eaſy purchaſe of the mh; 
The vulgar's treaſure, which we ſoon may find! A 
But truth lies hid, and ere we can gone 
The glittering gem, our fleeting life is o'er. 


DYES e 8 IM A. 
8 Ry T . E 
LAST EPIPHANY. 


A PINDARIC © DE, 0 * c > HR I s 1's s E CON 
APPEARANCE, TO JUDGE THE WORLD. 


\ DI EU, ye toyiſh reeds, that once could pleaſe 
My ſofter lips, and lull my cares to . 
. Be gone; I 'Il waſte no more vain hours wich you: 

And, ſmiling Sylvia too, adieu. 
A A brighter power invokes my Muſe, 
| And loftier thoughts and raptures does infuſe, 
See, beckoning from yon cloud, he ſtands, 
And promiſes aſſiſtance with his hands: e 
85 e I fer! 
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1 fel the heavy- rolling God, 
Incumbent, revel in his frail abode. 
How my breaſt heaves, and pulſes heat! 
I fink, I fink, beneath the furious heat: 
The weighty bliſs o'erwhelms my breaft, 
And over-flowing Joys profuſely waſte, 
Some nobler bard, O ſacred Power, inſpire, 
Or ſoul more large, th' elapſes to receive ; | 
And, brighter yet, to catch the fire, 
And each gay following charm from death to ſave! 
In vain the ſuit the God inflaines my breaſt; 
I rave, with extaſies oppreſt: 
I riſe, the mountains leſſen, and retire; 5 
And now I mix, unſing'd, with elemental fire! 
The leading deity I have in view; 
Nor mortal knows, 3 as . what wonders will enſue ue. | 


We oaſe'd through regions of unſultied light; 1 
I gaz'd, and ſicken'd at the bliſsful fight ; 

A ſhuddering paleneſs ſeiz d my look : 
At laſt the peſt flew off, and thus I ſpoke; 
« Say, Sacred Guide, ſhall this bright clime 

„ Survive the fatal teſt of time, 

60 Or periſh, with our mortal globe below, 
Wben yon ſun no longer ſhines ?“ 
Straight I finiſh'd- —veiling low; 
Ihe viſionary power rejoins: 
oh 'T is not for you to aſk, nor mine to bay, 


60 The niceties of that tremendous d | 
5 K 4 5 « Know 
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40 Rojas: when o'er-jaded Time his round "eo run, 

« And finiſh'd are the radiant journeys of the _ 
The great decifive morn ſhall rife, 

% And Heaven's bright Judge appear in opening i iet | 

« Eternal grace and juſtice he Il beſtow — 0 

« On all the trembling world below.“ | 


He ſaid. I mus'd; and thus return d: 55 
What enſigns, courteous ſtranger, tell, | 
Shall the brooding oy reveal 8 

He anſwer'd mild | 

«« Already, pid with their crimes, 8 

* Blind mortals proſtrate to their idols lie: 
1 Such were the boding times 
Exe ruin blaſted: from the * iky 3 3 
40 ' Diflolv'd they lay in fulſame eaſe,, 
And revetd in luxuriant peace; 2 5 
In bacchanals they did their hours conſume, 
* And bacchanals led 0¹ their wwüft logs, doom.“ 5 


: Adulterato Chriſts already fate, 8 
And dare t' aſſuage the angry Kies z 
. Erratic throngs. their. Saviour's blood deny, 
And from che Croſs, alas !. he does neglected ſigh; 
The Anti-Chriſtian Power has rais'd his Hydra dend, 
And ruin, only leſs than Jeſus' health, does ſpread. 
So long the gore through poiſon d veins has. flow d, 5 
4 hat ſcarcely ranker is a fury's blood; 1 
Vet ſpecious artifice, and fair diſguiſe,. 
"Ile monſter 's ſhape, and curſt deſign, belies: : 
A ficnd's 55 


{The wand with which, ere time begun, 
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A fiend's black venom, in an angel's mien, 
He quaffs, and ſcatters, the contagious ſpleen 
Straight, when he finiſhes his lawleſs reign, ES 
Nature ſhall paint the ſhining ſcene, n. f 
Quick as. the lightning which inſpires the train, 


Forward confuſion ſhall provoke the fray, 


And nature from her ancient order ſtray ; 


Black tempeſts, gathering from the ſeas ound. 
In horrid ranges ſhall advance; 
And, as they march, in thickeſt ſables drown' " Fe 


| The rival thunder from the clouds ſuiall ſound, 5 


And. lightnings jon the fearful dance: 


| The bluſtering; armies o'er the ſkies ſhall ſpread, 


And univerſal terror ſhed ;. 


Loud iſſuing peals,. and riſing ſheets of 1 
Th' encumber'd region of: the air ſhall choke; 
The noiſy main ſhall laſh the ſuffering ſhore, 
And from the rocks the breaking billows roar }; 


Black thunder burſts, blue lightning burns, 
And melting worlds to heaps of aſhes turns ! 


The foreſts ſhall beneath the tempeſt bend, 


And rugged winds. ts nodding cedars rend. 


Reverſe all Rar 8 web mall run, 
And ſpotleſs miſrule all around, 


= Order, its flying foe, confound ; 
hilft backward all the threads ſhall haſte to > be unſpuns 


Triumphant Chaos, with his oblique wand, 


Uis 
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His inhaling flaves he did command, 
And made them ſcamper right, and in rade ranges tw 

The hoſtile harmony ſhall chace = G 
400 as the nymph reſigns her place, „ 

And panting to the neighbouring refuge flies, 
The formleſs ruffian ſlaughters with his eyes, 
And following ſtorms the pearching dame's retreat, 
Adding the terror of his threat; : 
The globe ſhall faintly tremble round, 
ARG backw ard jolt, diſtorted with the wound, | 


| Swath'd © in ſubkantial 3 of . 
The ſickening ſun ſhall from the world retire, 
Stripp'd of his dazzling robes of fire; 
- Which dangling, once, ſhed round a laviſh flood of light! 
No frail eclipſe, but all eſſential ſhade, I 
Not yielding to primæval gloom, 
Whilſt day was yet an embryo in the womb ; 
Nor glimmering in its n with ſilver. Areamen 
„„ 
A jetty mixture of the Ae had 
O'er murmuring Ægypt's head; 
And that which angels drew 
Ober Nature's face, when Jeſus died ; 
Which ſleeping ghoſts for this miſtook, 
And, riſing, off their hanging funerals ſhook, 
And fleeting Pais'd Expos 'd their ene breaſt to 
 BIew, 
Yet find 1 it not ſo dark, and to their dormitories gie 
i ; | Nov 
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Now polder fires appear, = 
And o'er the palpable obſcurement ſport, 
 Glaring and gay as falling Lucifer, 

pet mark'd with tate, as whea he fled th' =therial 
WR 
And plung'd into the opening 18 of night ; 

A ſabre of immortal flame I bore, 

104. with this arm, his flouriſhing plame I tore. | 

And liraig ght the fiend retreated * the fight. I 


Mean time the ambient dende on high 
Take gameſome meaſures in the Kk 
Joy'd with his future feaſt, the thunder roars 
In chorus to th* enormous harmony; 
5 And holloo's to his offspring from ſulphureous ſtores: . 
7 - Applauding how they tilt, and how they fly, --. 
And cheir dach nimble turn, and radiant embaſſy, 


The moon turns paler at the ſight, 
And all the blazing orbs deny their e 
The lightning with its livid tail, 
A train of glittering terrors draws "behind, 
Which ober the trembling world prevail; 
Wing'd and blown on by ſtorms of wind, 
. They how the hideous leaps on either hand, 
Of Night, that ſpreads her ebon curtains round, 
And there erects her royal ſtand, 
In ſeven-fold Rows = her conſcious remples bound. 


The 8 next farting from their ſpheres, 
In Pour ee 8 and bound; 1 
Pe 8 
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Whilſt this with doubtful fury Saen, RO i | 
And meditate new. wars, . W 
And wheels in ſportive gyres around, 
Its neighbour ſhall advance to fight; 
And while each offers to enlarge its right, 
'The general ruin ſhall increaſe, 
And baniſh all the votaries of peace. 
No more the ſtars, with paler beams, 
Shall tremble o'er the midnight ſtreams, 
But travel downward to behold 
What mimics them ſo twinkling there: 
And, like Narciſſus, as they gain more near, 
For the lov'd 1 image ſtraight expire, 
And agonize in warm deſire, 
Or Nlake their uſt as in the n yn roll. 


5 While the ng 1 d all che orbs below 8 
In their viperous ruins glow, . 
They ſink, and unſupported leave the kies, 
Which fall abrupt, and tell their torment in "the : 
nie, N 
Then ſee th Almighty Judze, & Glades and Wa 
Cloath'd in imperial robes of ligt!!! 
His wings the wind, rough ſtorms the chariot bear, 
And: nimble harbiagers before him fly,. : | 1 
And with officious rudeneſs bruſh the „ 
| Halt as he halts, then doubling in their night, 
In horrid ſport with one another vie, 
And leave behind quick-winding tracts of light; ; 
Then urging, to their ranks they cloſe,. 


7 find Mirering, leſt they tart, a ſailing caravan compoſe, 
The 
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The Mighty Judge rides in tempeſtuous ſtate 
Whilſt mighty guards his orders wait: 
His waving veſtments ſhine 
Bright-as the fun, which lately did its beam reſign, 
And burniſh'd wreaths of * mall make his form 
divine. 
Strong beams of mijeſty around his des play, 
And the tranſcendent gaiety of his face allay: 
His Father's reverend characters he Il wear, 


And both o 'erwhelm with 4 .and over-awe with TS 


fear. 


1 My -riads of angels ſhall be there, 


And I, perhaps, cloſe the tremendous n rear; 
457. the «firſt and faireſt ſons of day, f 


Clad with eternal youth, ad as their 3 87s 


Nor for 3 3 8 
To brighten and enlarge the pageant ſoene, 
. Shall we encircle his more dazzling throne, 
And ſwell the luſtre of his pompous train; 'Y 
| The nimble miniſters of bliſs or woe 
Me ſhall attend, and ſave, or deal the blow, | 
As he admits to joy. or bids to Nin. 


The os news 


Through every Angel s breaſt freſh rapture Hall ank. = 


The day is come, 


E When Satan with his powers ſhalt ank to endlef doom, 


No more ſhall we his hoſtile troops purſue 
From cloud to-cloud, nor the long fight renew, 
5 ps Then 
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Then Raphael, big with life, the trump ſhall ſound, 
From falling ſpheres the joytul maſic ſhall rebound, 
And ſeas and ſhores ſhall catch and propagate it round: 
: Louder he ll blow, and it ſhall ſpeak n more ſnrill, 
Than when, from Sinai's hill, ; 
In thunder through the horrid reddening be, 
"FM: Almighty ſpoke, 
We l ſhout around with martial; joy, 8 
| Aud thrice the vaulted Kies ſhall rend, and thrice our 
„„ Whouts rep. 85 
Then firſt th' Archangel's voice, el. 
_ Shall chearfully ſalute the day and throng, 
And Hallelujah fill the croud; 
And I. F ſhall cloſe the ſong. 


"From i its king leep all human race e ſhall riſe, 155 

8 And ſee the morn and Judge advancing i in the ſkies}: | 

To their old tenements the ſouls return. 

” Whilſt down the ſteep of Heaven as Gift the Jer de- 
feen 5 

- Theſe look illuſtrious bright,. no more to mourn 5 

Whilſt, ſee, diſtracted looks yon ſtalking ſhades attend, 


| The ſaints no more ſhall conflict on the deep, 


Nor rugged waves inſult the labouring ſhip ;. "WM 
But from the wreck in triumph they ariſe, 
; And borne to baſs ſhall trend dg ſkies. 


- - 


T IE Choice 3 = - . ry 


Love triumphant over Reaſon. A Viſion 


The Fortunate Complaint = =< = 
Strephon's Love for Delia juſtified, in an Epiltle 
to Celado-rn = © - - - 
Fpiltle to Delia — 3 
A Paſtoral Eſſay © on n the Death of Queen Mary, 

e Ane i . 88 
To his Friend under Afffiction . 
Jo another Friend under Affliction 
To his Friend inclined to marry 5 


To a painter, drawing Dorinda's e = 


1 the Painter, after be had finiſhed Dorinda' 1 


| Picture 1 — 2 = C 
Cruelty and Luft. An Epiftolary an 30 
On the Marriage of the Earl ot A- 
Counteſs of 8- 


An Inſcription for the Monument of Diana, 


_ Counteſs of Oxford and Elgin 1 
T he ſame attempted in Engliſh 5 - 
pon the Divine Attributes 
Eleazar's Lamentation over Jeruſalem 


A Proſpett of Dam 3 


- with the 


e o N N EN N s. 


5 


| 32 


. P 
Page 
A the General Conflagraton and  enfing Jade. | 

5 ment N FA - - - 117 
Reafon. A Satire BE WP rs WF Hd 
Dies Noviſſima: or, the Laſt Epiphany. A Pin- N 

daric Ode, on Chriſt's Second Appearance to 1 
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10 MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 
0 on 5 18 


INCOMPARABLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE| POEM,, 
CALLED THE BRITISH PRINCES. 


OME on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares 3. 
For read it backward, like a witch's prayers, 
"Twill do as well; throw not away your jeſts 
On ſolid nonſenſe that abides all teſts. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, when 't _ to o Pall. 
Neglected lies, and 's of no uſe at all, 
But, in its full perfection of decay, 
Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haſt a brain, ſuch as it is indeed; 
On what elſe ſhould thy worm of fancy feed! 1 
Vet in a filbert I have often known 
Maggots ſurvive, when all the kernel 's gone. 
Tnis ſimile ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 5 
'Gainſt thoſe dull rogues who now and then write s ſends. 
Thy ſtyle 's the ſame, whatever be thy theme, 
As ſome digeſtions turn all meat to phlegm : 
They lye, dear Ned, who ſay thy brain is barren, 
Where deep conceits, like maggots, breed in carrion. 
Thy ſtumbling founder'd jade can trot as s hig 
As any other Pegaſus can ff: pi 
Lz ©. WS." 


Fo 
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So the dull eel moves nimbler in the mud, 
Than all the ſwift-finn'd racers of the flood. 
As ſkilful divers to the bottom fal! 

Sooner than thoſe who cannot ſwim at all; 

So in this way of writing, without thinking, 
Thou haſt a ſtrange e in ſinking. 
Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own natural parts, 

And with acquir'd dulneſs and new artes 
Of ſtudy'd nonſenſe, tak'ſt kind readers hearts, 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear - 
Such loud complaints gainſt Critics to prefer, | 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant libeller ; 
Thou ſett'ſt thy name to what 0 0 doſt write ; 
, Did « ever libel FI ſo dk bite 5 


T6 THE: SAME. 


ON HIS PLAYS. 


"HOU dama'd Andipodes to common-ſenſe, A 
Thou foil to Flecknoe, pr'ythee tell from whence I U 


Does all this mighty ſtock of dulneſs ſpring? = PT 
Is it thy own, or haſt it from Snow-hill, WH 

Aſſiſted by ſome ballad-making quill ? WT 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are ſuch, A 
I'd ſwear they were tranſlated out of Dutch. Ir 


| Fain would I know what diet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never ſleep? 
Bure haſty-pudding is thy chiefeſt diſh, 
With bullock's liver, or ſome finking fiſh : 
| | Guida, 


TO MR. HOWARD, ON HIS PLAYS. 149 


Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes, do feaſt thy brain, 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 

With daiſy-roots thy dwarſiſn Muſe is fed, 

A giant's body with a pigmy's head, _ 

Canſt thou not find, among thy numerous race 

Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 

Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, fage! Z 
Think on 't a while, and thou wilt quickly. find 

Thy body made for labour, not thy mind, 

No other uſe of paper thou ſhouldſt make 


Bi han carrying loads and reams upon thy back. 


Carry vaſt burdens till thy ſhoulders ſhrink, 
But curſt be he that gives thee pen and ink: 


such dangerous weapons ſhould be kept from fools, 


As nurſes from their children keep wb d tools: : 
For thy dull fancy a muckinder is fit 
To wipe the ſlabberings of thy ſnotty bs 

And though tis late if juſtice could be found, 

Thy plays like blind-born puppies Went be drown' d. 
For were it not that we reſpect afford 
Unto the ſon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftool ſhould take her ſear, 
Dreſt like herſelf in a great chair of ſtate; 
Where like a Muſe of quality ſhe'd die, 

And thou thyſelf ſhalt make her elegy, 

In the ſame ſtrain thou writ'ſt thy comedy. 
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TO SIR THOMAS ST. SERFF, 
o rn 


PRINTING HIS PLAY CALLED “C TARUGO's wIL BS. 
1668. 


Janveo gave us wonder and delight, 
When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 2 

But now he's ventur'd on the face of day, 

I“ oblige and ſerve his friends a nobler way; 
Make all our old men wits, ſtateſmen, the young: 
And teach ev'n Engliſhmen the Engliſn tongue. 
James, on whoſe reign all peaceful ſtars did ſmile, 
Did but attempt th' uniting of our iſle. 

What kings, and Nature, only could deſign, 

Shall be accompliſh'd by this work of thine. 
For, who is ſuch a Cockney in his heart, 

Proud of the plenty of the ſouthern part, 

Io ſcorn that union, by which we may 

Boaſt *twas his countryman that writ this play ? 
Phcebus himſelf, indulgent to my Muſe, 

Has to the country ſent this kind excuſe ; 
Fair Northern Lafs, it is not through neglect 
J court thee at a diſtance, but reſpect; 
I cannot act, my paſſion 1 is ſo great, 
But DU make up in IE what wants in heat; ; 
n 


. Iz 


EPILOGUE TO MOLIERE'S TARTUFFE, 


Once,” and but once, a poet got the day, 
And vanquiſh'd Buſy in a puppet-play; 
And Buſy, rallying, arm'd with zeal and rage, 
Poſſeſs'd the pulpit, and pull'd down the ſtage. 


But ſure no zealous brother can deny us 


here are damn'd rogues among the French and Papiit, 
That fix ſalvation to ſhort band and hair, 
That belch and ſnuffle to prolong a prayer; 
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On thee 1 will beſtow my longeſt days, 

And crown thy ſons with everlaſting bays : 

My beams that reach thee ſhall employ their powers 
To ripen ſouls of men, not fruits or flowers, 

Let warmer elimes my fading favours boaſt, 

Poets and itars ſhine brighteſt in the froſt, 


TRANSLATED BY MR, MEDP BURN T. 


SPOKEN BY TARTUPFFE, 
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ANY have been the vain attempts of wit, 
- Againſt the ſtill-prevailing hypocrite : 
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To laugh at Engliſh knaves is dangerous then, 
While Engliſh fools will think them honeſt men: 
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Free leave with this our Monſieur Ananias : 
A man may ſay, without being call'd an Atheiſt, 
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That uſe “enjoy the Creature,“ to expreſs 
Plain whoring, gluttony, and drunkenneſs; 3 
14 5 And. 
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And, in a decent way, perform them too 

As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you. 
Whoſe fleſhly failings are but fornication, 
We godly phraſe it goſpel-propagation,”” 
Juſt as rebellion was call'd reformation. 
| Zeal ſtands but ſentry at the gate of fin, 
_ Whilſt all that have the word paſs freely in: 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of ſpies, 
We march, and take Damnation by ſurprize. 


here 's not a roaring blade in all this town 


Can go ſo far tow'ards hell for half a crown 
As I for fix-pence, for I know the way 
For want of guides, men are too apt to fra : 
Therefore give ear to what I ſhall adviſe, 
Let every marry'd man that 's grave and wiſe 


Take a Tartuffe of known ability, 


Jo teach and to increaſe his family; ; 
Who ſhall ſo ſettle laſting reformation, 
Firſt get his ſon, then give him education. 
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VIVE or BEN JoONSON's PLAY, CALLED 


« EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR,” 


NTREATY ſhall not ſerve, nor violence, 
To make me ſpeak in ſuch a play's defence; 
A play, where wit and humour do agree 
To break all practis'd laws of Comedy, 
The ſcene (what more abſurd!) in England lies, 
No gods deſcend, nor dancing devils riſe ; 
No captive prince from unknown country brought, 
No battle, nay, there 's ſcarce a duel fought : 
and ſomething yet more ſharply might be laid, 
But I conſider the poor author's dead: 
let that be his excuſe—now for our own, 
Why,—faith, in my opinion, we need none. 
The parts were fitted well; but ſome will ſay, 


Pox on them, rogues, what made them chooſe this pays 5 


do not doubt but you will credit me, 

it was not choice but mere neceſſity: | 
To all our writing friends, in town, we ſent, 
y But not a wit durſt venture out in Lent; 

Have patience but till Eaſter-term, and then, 


You ſhall have Jigg and hobby-horſe again. 
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Here 's Mr. Matthew, our domeſtic wit *, 


But fince great bribes weigh nothing with the juſt, 
Know, we have merits, and to them we truſt. 
When any faſts, or holidays, deter 
Ihe public labours of the theatre, 
We ride not forth, although the day be fair, 
On ambling tit, to take the ſuburb air; 
But with our authors meet, and ſpend "HS time 
To make up quarrels between ſenſe and rhyme, © 
- Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we fate, To 


The curſe of many a rhyming paſtoral, 
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And. with the London prentice conquer Spain, 
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Does promiſe one o' th' ten plays he has writ: 


Till after many a long and free debate, 
For diverſe weighty reaſons 't was thought fir, 


Unruly ſenſe ſhould ſtill to rayme ſubmit ; 
75 This, the moſt wholeſome law we ever de. 
So ſtrictly in his epilogue obey d, 
Sure n no man here will ever dare to b l 5 


Enter Joxsox's Ghoſt. 13 


Hold, and give way, for I myſelf will (peak 3 
Can you encourage ſo much inſolence, 

And add new faults ſtill to the great offence, 
Vour anceſtors ſo raſhly did commit, 
Againſt the mighty powers of art and wit? 

55 When they condemn'd thoſe noble works of mine, 


Sejanus, and my beſt-lov'd Catiline. 
Repent, or on your guilty heads mall fall 


The three bold Beauchamps ſnall revive again, | 


” Matthew Medbourn, an eminent actor. 


I IL OG u . 


All the dull follies of the former ape; -. 
Shall find applauſe on this corrupted ſtage, 
But if you pay the great arrears of praiſe, 
$o long ſince due to my much-1njur'd plays, 
From all paſt crimes I firſt will ſet you free, 
And then inſpire ſome one to write like me, 


$0. N . 


WRITTEN AT SEA, IN THE FIRST DUTCH WAR, 16654 
THE NIGHT BEFORE AN ENGAGEMENT, 
5 | 

: T all you ladies now at land, 
We men, at fea, indite; 

hut firſt would have you underſtand, 

How hard it is to write; 

The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 


We muſt implore to write to you, 

With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

„ 

i For though the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
And fill our/empty brain ; 

Yet if rough Neptune rouze the wind, 
To wave the azure main, | 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 


Roll up and down our ſhips a at ſea, 
With a ta, &c. : 


-- > 
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| | Mt 
Then if. we write not by each poſt, 
Think not we are unkind ; 
Nor yet conclude our ſhips are loſt, 
By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we Il ſend a ſpeedier way, 
The tide ſhall bring them twice Os 
: With a fa, . 
| "TSP 
The king, with wonder and ſurpriſe, 
Will ſwear the ſeas grow bold; 
Becauſe the tides will higher riſe, 
Than cer they us'd of old: 
i But let him know, it is our tears 
8 5 Bring! floods of grief to Whiteball Rairs, 
With a fa, Ke. . LY 


* 
1 Should foggy Opdam chance to know 

Our ſad and diſmal ſtory; 
The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a foe, 
And quit their fort at Goree: 
For what reſiſtance can they find 
F rom men who 've left their hearts behind! 8 
Wich a fa, &c. = 

v. 


= Let wied and weather do i its worſt, 


Be you to us but kind; 

Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No ſorrow we mall find: 

Tis then no matter how chirigs go, 


Or who 's our friend, or who 's our foe, 5 
With a fa, &c. „„ 


9K 8 N 8. 
„ . 

To paſs oùr tedious hours away, 
We throw a merry main; 

Or elſe at ſerious ombre play; 

But, why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's ruin thus purſue ? 

Me were undone when we left you. 

With a fa, & c. 


>. 3 
Bot now our fears e grow, 


And caſt our hopes away; 
"Whilſt you, regardleſs of our woe, 
Sit careleſs at a play: 
Perhaps, permit ſome happier man 
To kiſs your hand, or flirt your fan. 
With ah, &c. 3 
. 
| When any W tune you hear, . 
That dies in every note; 
As if it figh'd with each man's care, 
Por being ſo remote; | 
Think how often love we ve made 5 
To you, when all thoſe tunes were e play” . | 
With a fa, Ke. 1 
In ;nftice you « cannot refuſe, 
To think of our diftreſs; _ 
When we for hopes of honour loſe 
Our certain happineſs; 
All thoſe deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your love. 


8 


With a fa, Ke. | i 4 XI. 
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And now we ve told you all our loves 
And likewiſe all our fears; 

In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity from your tears; 
Let 's hear of no inconſtancy, 

We have too much of that at ſea. 

With wn la, 1 is. 18; 


on THE COUNTESS oF DORCHESTER, | 


MISTRESS To KING JAMES THE SECOND, 1630. 


I. | 
"ELL me, Dorinda, why ſo gay, e 
5 Why ſuch embroidery, fringe, and lace 5 
"Cm any dreſſes find a way, 
To Fo th* approaches of decay, 
And mend a ruin'd face? 33 
II. 
Will thou nil ſparkle in the "OY 
Still ogle in the ring? 
Canſt thou forget thy age and pox ? 
Can all that ines on ſhells and rocks 
1 Make thee a fine young ching? 
| III. 5 
So have I "Oy in larder dark | 
Of veal a lucid loin; | 
Replete with many a brilliant ſpark, 
As wiſe philoſophers remark, 
At once both ſtink and ſhine, 
TS | N ON 


dl 


- fl 


. She ne' er can win a breaſt like mine; 


1 I Chloris innocent and gay. 


59 J 


0 N F Ne SANE 
ROUD with the ſpoils of royal cully, 
1 With falſe pretence to wit and parts, 
She ſwaggers like a batter'd bully, 
To try che tempers of mens hearts. 
II. | 
Though ſhe appear as glittering fine, 


As gems, and jetts, and paint, can make her 3 


% * devil and Sir Doria * take ber, 


KNOTTING, 


* noon, in a ſanſhiny day, 
The brighter lady of the May, 


Bat knotting in a ſhade : . 
Fach ſlender finger play'd its part, 
With ſuch activity and art, 


As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her favourite ſwain, by chance, c came e by. 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 
let when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 

She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


* Sir Dayid Colycar, late Earl of Portmore. „ 
1 5 „ 
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She let "oy ivory needle fall, 


And hurl'd away the twiſted ball: 
But ſtraight gave Strephon ſuch a call, 


As would have rais'd the dead. 


: Dear gentle youth, is t none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free; 
Buy ſo much truth and modeſty ' 


No nymph was e'er betray d. | 


Come lean thy head upon my lap; 


While thy ſmooth cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 


Thou may'ſ ſecurely take a nap ; 


Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 


he ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all o'er. 
1 She figh'd, and could endure no more, 


But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Buch virtue ſhall rewarded be: 
For this thy dull fidelity, | 
17 a truſt you with my flocks, not me, 


Purſue thy grazing trade; 


Gs: milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep; 
| Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd alle ; 


M0 me ' miſtaken maid, 


THE 


27 26 } 


EE ANTIQUATED COQUET, 


| A SATIRE ON A LADY OF IRELAND. 


H YLLIS, if. you will not agree, 
Jo give me back my liberty; i 
ſn ſpite of you, I muſt regain 
My loſs of time, and break your chain. 
You were miſtaken, if you thought 
[1 was ſo groſsly to be caught; 
Or that I was ſo blindly bred, 
As not to be in woman read, 
Perhaps you took me for a fool, 
Deſign'd alone your ſex's tool; 
Nay, you might think fo mad a thing, 
That, with a little faſhioning, 
] might in time, for your dear ſake, 
That monſter call'd a huſband make: 
Perhaps I might, had I not found 
One darling vice in you abound; 
A vice to me, which e'er will prove 
An antidote to baniſh love. 
0! T could better bear an old,. 
Ugly, difeas'd, miſ-ſhapen ſcold, 
Or one who games, or will be drunk, 
A fool, a ſpendthrift, bawd, or punk, 
Than one at all who wildly flies, | 
And, with ſoft, aſking, giving eyes, 


od 


| * Suppoſed to be of the name of Clanbrazil, TO 
*.xw. 0 * 
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2 And thouſand other wanton arts, 


80 meanty trades in begging hearts. 


How might ſuch wondrous charms perplex, 
Give chains, or death, to all our ſex, 


Did ſhe not ſo unwiſely ſet, 


For every fluttering fool her net! 
So poorly proud of vulgar praiſe, 
Her very look hex thoughts betrays ; . 
She never ſtays till we begin, 

But beckons us herſelf to ſin. 

Ere we can aſk, ſhe cries conſent, 
So quick her yielding looks are ſent, | 


They hope foreſtal, and ev'n deſire Gi 


: But Nature's turn'd when women Woo, 
We hate in them what we ſhould do; 
Deſire 's aſleep, and cannot wake, 


” When women ſuch advances make: 


Both time and charms thus Phyllis waſtes, | 
Since each muſt ſurfeit ere he taſtes, 
Nothing eſcapes her wandering eyes, 
No one ſhe thinks too mean a prize; 
Ev'n Lynch “, the lag of human kind, 
Neareſt to brutes by God deſign'd, 
May boaſt the ſmiles of this coquet, 
As much as any man of wit. 
The ſigns hang thinner in the Strand, 
The Dutch ſcarce more infeſt the land, 
Though Egypt's locuſts my outvie, 
In number and voracity. - 


I 4 notorious debauchee. 


Whores 
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ANTIQUATED COQUET. 


Whores are not half ſo plenty found, 

[i play-houſe, or that hallow'd ground 

of Temple-walks, or Whetſtone's-park ; 
Careſſes leſs abound in Spark . 1125 
Then with kind looks for all who come, 
At bawdy-houſe, the Drawing-room : 

But all in vain ſhe throws her darts, 

They hat, but cannot. hurt our hearts: ; 

Age has enerv'd her charms fo much, 

That fearleſs all her eyes approach; 

Lach her autumnal face degrades 
With © Reverend Mother of the Maids!” 
But tis ill- natur'd to run on, 
Forgetting what her charms have done; * 
To Teagueland we this beauty owe, 
Teagueland her earlieſt charms did know: :; 
There firſt her tyrant beauties rcign'd ; 
Where'er ſhe look'd, ſhe conqueſt gain d. 
No heart the glances could repel, 
The Teagues in ſhoals before her fell; 
And trotting bogs was all the art, 

The found had left to ſave his heart. 
She kill'd ſo faſt, by my ſalvation, 

She near difpeopled half the nation: 


Though ſhe, good ſoul, to fave took care 


All, all ſhe could from ſad deſpair. 
from thence ſhe hither came to prove 
It yet her chaxras could kindle love: : 


* | Elizabeth Sparks a noted courtezan. ; 
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f But 


Oierjoy'd, a thouſand thanks beſtows 
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But, ah! it was too late to try, 
For Spring was gone, and Winter nigh : 
Yet though her eyes ſuch conqueſts made, 
That they were ſhunn'd, or elſe obey' d, 
Yet now her charms are ſo decay d, 
She thanks each coxcomb that will deign 
To praiſe her face, and wear her chain, 
So ſome old ſoldier, who had done 
Wonders in youth, and battles won, 
When feeble years his ſtrength depoſe, 
| That he too weak to vanquiſh grows, 
Witch mangled face and wooden leg. 
Reduc'd about for alms to be, 


| On him who but a farthing throws. 


SE i 


o CHLORIS, FROM TRE UI xD ARCHER,” i 7 


A H! Chloris, * tis time to diſarm your brighte eye 
And lay by thoſe terrible glances; 
oy” We live i in an age that 's more civil and wiſe, 


A 
Than to follow the rules of romances. 4 

II. 55 
] 
When once your round bubbies begin but to dont, po. 
They 'll allow you no long time of courting ; iu. 


And you ll find it a very hard taſk to hold out; Wh 
F or all maidens a are mortal at fourteen, 


S ONE 


I. 
ETHIN Ks hs poor town | has been troubled 
too long, „ 
ith Phyllis and Chloris in every ſong, rs 
y fools, who at once can both love 3 deſpair, 
and will never leave calling them cruel and fair; 
hich juſtly provokes me in rhyme to expreſs 
he truth that : know "0 1 8858 Beſs. 5 
II. 
This Beſs of my heart, this Beſs of my foul, 
Fas a kin white as milk, and hair as black as a coal ; 
She 's plump, yet with eaſe you may ſpan round her waiſt, | 
But her round ſwelling thighs can ſcarce be embrac 4 
Her belly i is ſoft, not a word of the reſt : | 
But know what I think, when 1 drink to the bet, 
III. 
The hab and ſquire, the arranter clown, : 
At home ſhe ſubdued in her paragon gown ; 
But now ſhe adorns both the boxes and pit, 
And the proudeſt town gallants are forc'd to ſubmit ; 
All hearts fall a-leaping wherever ſhe comes, 
And beat day and night, like my Lord C C raven's drums, 
IV. 
I dare not permit her to come to Whitehall, 
For he'd out-ſhine the ladies, paint, jewels, and all: | 
If a lord ſhould but whiſper his love in the crowd, 
dhe 4 1 hin E bargain, and laugh out aloud: . 
K M 3 . Then 


— ſend Mr. Roper to take Nr . 


S8 de 's gentle, and knows how to ſoften her charms; 
And to every beauty can add a new grace, 

| Having learn'd how to liſp, and to trip in her pace; +4 

And with head on one fide, and a languiſhing eye, 
To kill us by Dug as if the woos die. 


5 | Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, 
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Then the Queen, overhearing what Betty did ſay, 
5 A 


A 


v. 
But to thoſe that have had my dear Beſs in thels arms,| 


SY N ; G. 


| „ . | 
TAY the ambitious ever find 
> Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
"Wat, filent real joys! 
„ 
May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 5 
And the world think them wiſe, 
5 While I lie dying at her feet, 
fs And all the world deſpiſe. 
III. 


And melt in Court delights; 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. i 


A FRENCH 


be *M 1 


A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 


; 5 gray- -hair'd Celia 8 wither'd a arms 
IL As mighty Lewis lay, 

She cry'd, If I have any charms, 

me deareſt, let 's away. 


LE! 


Fe or you a my Love, i 1s all my fear! 
Hark! how the drums do rattle! 

Alas, Sir! what mould you do here 
In dreadful day. of battle? 


12 little Orange ſtay and fight; 
Por danger 's his diverſion; 
The wiſe will think you in the right, 
N to expoſe yout perſon : ER 


5 Nor vex c your thoughts how to repair | 
The ruins of your glory; 
You ought to leave ſo mean a care 
To 0 thoſe who pen your tory. 


5 Are not Boileau and Corneille paid 
For panegyric writing? 


They know how heroes may be made, 
Without the help of fighting. 


When foes too ſaucily approach, 
TLiis beſt to leave them fairly ; 
Put fix good horſes to your coach, _ 
And Carry me to Marly, 
RR 4 ge Let 
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Let Bouflers, to ſecure your fame, 
Go take ſome town or buy it; 45 

Whilſt you, great Sir, at Notre Dame, | 
Te Deum ling 3 in FS e | 


JH YLLIS, 8 faireſt « Love 8 foes, 
Though fiercer than a dragon, _ 

| Phyllis, that ſcorn'd the powder'd te, 

| What has ſhe now to brag on? 

; 80 long ſne kept her legs ſo cloſe, 

Till oy had ares a * on. 


5 Compell' throu 8 want, this wretched maid | 
Did fad complaints begin; 

: Which ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid, 

It was both ſhame and fin, 


= | To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 


As will neither play nor ſpin. | 


2 0.9 


ORINDA's ſparkling wit and eyes, 
| ®—_ Vroited, caſt too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
"ans not | the . but hurts the a 


Love is a calmer gentler j joy, 

Smooth are his looks, and ſoft his pace; 
fer Cupid is a black-guard boy, 

That runs his link full i in your face, 


3 5 N Wes 


drug. metkhinks you are unfit 
For your great lord's embrace ; BY 

For though we all allow you wit, 

We can 't a handſome face. 

Then where 's the plea re, where * 8 the good, 
Of ſpending time and coſt? 

For if your wit be n't underſtood, 
Pour keeper” 8 Lark is loſt. 


8 


H YLLIS, for change 4 let us improve 1 
A thouſand different ways, 1 5 
Thoſe few ſhort moments ſnatch'd by love, 
From — tedious days. 
5 „ 
If you 1 want courage to defviſe - 
The cenſure of the grave, 
Though Love's a tyrant in your eyes, 
Tour heart 1 18 but a ſlave, 


5 * 
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| 5 | Mt PRIN | 
My "RF 1s full of noble pride, | 
Nor can it e'er ſubmit, _ 
Ty To let that fop,. Diſcretion, ride 
I triumph 0 over it. 


| IV. 1 
Falſe friends I have; as well as you, 
Who daily counſel me 


Fame and Ambition to purſue, m—_ 
And leave off loving thee. 7" 


V. 85 
fs But when the leaſt regard 1 ſhew 
Io fools who thus adviſe, 

I May I be dull enough to uy" 
EE Moſt EO walks 


Fü a and ee, | 
OR DON beneath a willow, 
hy a murmuring current laid, 
His arm reclin'd, the lover's pillow, 
Thus Addgels'd the charming maid, 
| „ 11. | TEST: 
01 my Sachariſſa tell 
Ho could Nature rake > elite 
1 That a heart fo hard ſhould dwell 
ur a nw: ſo ſoft and YON 0 
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II. Could 
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| l III. 5 
Could you feel but half the anguiſh, 
Half the tortures that I bear, 6 
How for you I daily languiſh, 
| You d be kind as you are fair. 


En 
See the fire that in me reigns, 
|  O! behold a burning man; 
Think I feel my dying pains, 
And be cruel if you can. 


Wich her conqueſt pleas'd, the dame 
Cry'd, with an inſulting look, 

Ves, I fain would quench your flame; 

| She ſpoke, and pointed to the brook, 
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0 Mr. Edward Howald on his i incompar- 
able incomprehenſible FOE,” called, *:'The---- 
OM ; Britiſh Princes = — FE Page 147 | 


To the ſame, on his Plays - +.» os 


To Sir Thomas St. Serfe, on the printing his Play. 


called Tarugo's Wiles,” 1668 Ea 50 
| Epilogue to Moliere s Tartuffe. Tranſlated by 


Mr. Medburne. Spoken by Tartuffe 1 5 


Epilogue on the Revival of Ben Jonſon's Play, 


called Every Man in his Humour” — 133 


f Song, written at Sea in the firſt Dutch War, 1665. 
the Night before an Engagement 155 
i On the Counteſs of Dorcheſter, Miſtreſs to King 5 


James the Second, 16860 e ine 


On the ſame = TE. 3 e 3 159 | 
Knotting GVV ibid. 5 
The Antiquated Coquet. A Satire 6 on a Lady of 


Trend 5: VVV 


Song. To Chloris, from Fl Blind Archer - 164 


Song. « Methinks the poor T own has been 
* troubled too long,” Ko. „„ I IS 165 


Song. May the Ambitious ever find,” Ke, 166 
A French Song paraphraſe l 1867 
; Song. « Phyllis the faireſt of Love's Foes,” &c. 168 
Song. Dorinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes“ ibid. 
Song. Sylvia, methinks you are unfit - 169 
Song. Phyllis, for ſhame, let us improve” ibid. 


Song. Corydon, beneath a Willow” <- 170 
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| 0 N THE MARRIAGE or 


GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 
AND THE LADY ANNE 


e blanda Cupidinum 

Huc Mater axes flectat eburneos, 
Dum ſævientis flagra dextre 
Chaoniæ metuant Columbæ. 


Seu, ne jugales heu! nimium pigros 
Damnent Amantes, ociùs, ocids 
Impelle currum fortiori 

ERemigio volitans Olorum. 
junctum marine Pelea, Conjugi f, 
: — Senique junctam Cyprida Troico, 


* Fron the «© Hymenzus Gab ede Cantabrigiz, 


« 1683.” — It is, reported,” ſays Dr. Johnſon, ** that the ju- 


. venile compoſitions of Stepney made grey authors bluſh: 1 


« know not whether his poems will appear ſuch wonders to the 
« preſent age. One cannot always eafily find the reaſon for 
„ which the world has ſometimes. conſpired to ſquander praiſe. 
It is not very. unlikely, that he wrote very early as well as he 


ever 1 and the performances of youth have many fa- 


vourers. The preſent poem is earlier than any one by Stepney 


hitherto printed ; and will therefore without doubt be . 
able to the publick. J. N. 


＋ Mr. Addiſon has i Fne uſe of the fame dees, in 


bis b beautiful verſes to Knellec—— 


The troubled Ocean's, Queen 
„ Match'd with a Mortal, Kc. 


But be had the advantage of being able to add, 
ber We duling, one.” I. Donromd Lo 


Delira 
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| Laczna nunquam damna modeſtiæ 
Tuliſſet, Idæ fi puer huc * 


; Ne viles crederet Ilii. 


S TEPN EVS POEMMSsS. * 


— Delira ne jactet vetuſtas, _ 
Connubio ſuperata noſtro : 3 


Illuſtriori ſtemmate regiam 
Ditabit aulam nobilior Parens; 
Virtute et Anean Nepotes, 


Viribus et ſuperent Achillem. 


DE Quin bellicoſz gloria Cimbriz, 
| Nunc invidendæ ſpes, decus Angliz, 


| Ira, horror, et vultus minaces 
In Dominz tumulentur alnis. 


Ceſſate lites; ſpicula, machinæ 
Dormite Jethi; ; libret et unicus, | 


| Frebent puellz quas ocelli, 
Armiger innocuus fagittas! | 


f Quam dulce vultu virgineo rubet 
Pandora! (quantum, dum rubet, allicit = 


be acetque, fed narrant viciſſim 
Lumina luminibus calores. 


| Liquide Evan Gnoſida, floridam | 
Tu, Phœbe, Daphnen hanc peteres magis: 
oo Nec non Tonantis pluma mendax, 


Cornua ſeu tegerent amores. 


Erraſſet, ardentes videret 
Funere tergemino penates. 3 


Mercede tali quis ſtadium piger 2288 
Fatale vitet ? quis timeret 
Oenomaiĩ fremitum ſequentis? 
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Te præda nullo parta periculo, EE | 
Te gaza nullis empta laboribus 8 — 
Expectat ultrò: fata, Princeps, 58 q 
H.eæc meritis ſtatuère tantis. Wy EE — 
Etas ut aptis vernet amoribus, 
gBlando fideles murmure turtures, 
Nexuque vites arctiori, et. 
Baſiolis ſuperate conchas. 


cum dextra Cœli prodiga Carolum 55 b | 
- Ornarit omni dote, Britanniæ 
Oblita, et hæredis futuri, 
Nec dederit ſimilem aut ſecundum 


= Te, ſpes ruentis fauſtior i imperi, 
1 5 Nomen beabit Patris amabile, 
Heroas illuſtres daturum, 


Qui domitum moderentur orbem. 


Infans Parenti laudibus æmulus 
Aſſurgat, annos diſſimulans breves: 
Patris decorem mas verendum, 
Matris et os referant Puellz, 


Groncivs Srerxer, cal Tun. 


Vol. XVII. e TO 
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— 


TO KING JAMES U. 


veoN HIS ACCESSION TO THE THRONE, 1684 5. 


0n 


S victors loſe the trouble a ſuſtain 

| In greater trophies which the triumphs gain; 
And martyrs, when the joyful crown is given, 
Forget the pain by which they purchas'd heaven : 
So when the Phoenix of our empire dy'd, : 
And with a greater heir the empty throne fopphy'd; , 
_ Your glory diſſipates our mournful dew, = \ 
And turns our grief for Charles to joy for you, | 


Myſterious fate, whoſe one decree could prove N 
Ihe high extreme of cruelty and love! . 2 
May then no flight of a blaſpheming Muſe, . bu 


iT hoſe wiſe reſolves of Providence accuſe, 
Which eas'd our Atlas of his glorious weight, 
Since ſtronger Hercules ſupports the ſtate. 
England no more ſhall penſive thoughts employ 
On him ſhe *as loſt ; but him ſhe has, Joys | 
So Ariadne, when her lover fled, 
And Bacchus honour'd the deſerted TY 
Ceas'd with her tears to raiſe the ſwelling flood, 
Forgot her Theſeus, and embrac'd the god. 


n 


On the UniveRSITY of Camper” 8 burning the | 
DukE of MoxmouTH'” s PICTURE, 1685, "who 
Was formerly their Chancellor. In Anſwer to 


th 15 Queſtion, . 


* — - bed . | 
10 100 Remi 7; ſequitur fortunam, ut ee & aun | 


2» 


10 e EL 


8. fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 

E Both from your rabble and your doctors too, 
With what applauſe you once receiv'd his grace, 
And begg'd a copy of his godlike face; 
But when the ſage Vice Chancellor was ſure | 
The original in limbo lay ſecure, 
As greaſy as himſelf he ſends a lifor 
To vent his loyal malice on the picture. 
The beadle's wife endeavours all ſhe can 
To fave the image of the tall young man, 
Which ſhe ſo oft when pregnant did embrace, a 
That with ſtrong thoughts fhe might improve her race; 
But all in vain, ſince the wiſe houſe conſpire 
To damn the canvas traitor to the fire, 
Leſt it, like bones of Scanderbeg, incite 
Scythe-men next harveſt to renew the fight. : 

Then in comes mayor Eagle, and does gravely alledge, 
He ill ſubſcribe, if he can, for a bundle of Sedge; 5 
But the man of Clare- hall that proffer refuſes, 
as, bel be beholden to none but the Moles; 7 
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And orders ten porters to bring the dull reams 
On the death of good Charles, and crowning of James; 
And ſwears he will borrow of the Provoſt more ſtuff 

On the marriage of Anne, if that be n't enough, 

The heads, leſt he get all the profit t' himſelf, 

: Too greedy of honour, too laviſh of pelf, 

This motion deny, and vote that Tite Tillet 

Should gather from each noble Doctor a billet, 
The kindneſs was common, and ſo they d return if, 
Ihe gift was to all, all therefore would burn it: 

Thus joining their ſtocks for a bonfire together, 

As they club for a cheeſe in the pariſh of Chedder; 

Confuſedly crowd on the ſophs and the doctors, 
= The hangman, the townſmen, their wives, and the 
proctors, | 

While the troops from each part of the countries in ale 
Come to quaff his confuſion in bumpers of ſtale; 
But Roſalin, never unkind to a Duke, 

Does by her abſence their folly rebuke, 

The tender creature could not ſee his fate, 

With whom ſhe ad danc'd a minuet fo late. 

| The heads, who never could hope for ſuch frames, 
Out of envy condemn'd fix{core pounds to the flames, 


* *. W — hg; 1— 1 


Ihen his air was too proud, and his features amiſs, 


As if being a traitor had alter'd his phiz: = 
So the rabble of Rome, whoſe favour ne'er ſettles, 
Mlelt down their Sejanus to pots and braſs kettles. | 


an} 


1 
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70 CHARLES MONTAGUE, ESQ 


AFTERWARDS EARL OF HALIFAX. 


on 1s MAJESTY'S Voryace TO HOLLAND. 


CINCE you oft invite me to renew _ 
J Art I 've either loſt, or never knew, 
Pleas'd my paſt follies kindly to commend, . 


And fondly loſe the critick in the friend; 
Though my warm youth untimely be decay' d, 


From grave to dull inſenſibly betray'd, 


1 *I contradict the humour of the times, 
Inclin'd to buſineſs, and averſe to rhymes, 


And, to obey the man J love, in ſpite 

Of the world's genius and my own, I II write, | 
But think not that I vainly do aſpire | 

To rival what I only would admire, 


The heat and beauty of your manly thought, 


And force like that with which your hero fought ; 3 
Like Samſon's riddle is that powerful ſong, 
dweet as the honey, as the lion ſtrong ; 

The colours. there ſo artfully are laid, 

They fear no luſtre, and they want no made; 3 

But ſhall of writing a juſt model give, 


While * ſhall flow, and William's glory live. 


N 3 Yet 


Dio every tongue and every pen employ, 


And not to write, is almoſt to rebel. 


When he withdrew from what his arm had el 
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Yet ſince his every act may well infuſe 
Some happy rapture in the humbleſt Muſe, 
'Though mine deſpairs to reach the wondrous height, 
She prunes her pinions, eager of the flight ; 
The King 's the theme, and I 've a ſubject's right, | 
When William's deeds, and reſcued Europe's Joy, 


Tis to think treaſon ſure, to ſhew no zeal, 


Let Albion then forgive her meaneſt ſon, | 
Who would continue what her beſt begun; 
Who, leaving conqueſts and the pomp of war, 
| Would fing the pious King's divided care; 
How eagerly he flew, when Europe's fate 
Did for the ſeed of future actions wait; 
And how two nations did with tranſport hoaſt, 
Which was belov'd, and lov'd the victor molt : 
How joyſul Belgia gratefully prepar d . 
Trophies and vows for her returning lord; 
How the fair iſle with rival paſſion ſtrove, 
Ho by her ſorrow ſhe expreſs'd her love, 


And how ſhe bleſs d his way, yet ſigh'd, and fd: 
Is it decreed my hero ne'er ſhall reſt, 
| Ne'er be of me, and I of him poſſeſs d? 
Scarce had I met his virtue with my throne, 
By right, by merit, and by arms his own, 
But Ireland's freedom, and the war's alarms, 
Call'd him from me and his Maria's charms. 01 
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Can the diffuſive goodneſs of your mind 
ze in no bounds, but of the world confin'd ? 
Should ſinking nations ſummon you away, 
Maria's love might juſtify your ſtay. 
Imperfectly the many vows are paid, 
Which for your ſafety to the Gods were made, 
While on the Boyne they labour'd to out- do 
Your zeal for Albion by their care for you; 
When, too impatient of a glorious eaſe, 
You tempt new dangers on the winter ſeas, 
The Belgic ſtate has reſted long ſecure 
Within the circle of thy guardian power; 
Rear'd by thy care, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ſtrength, can range the woods alone; 
When to my arms they did the Prince reſign, 
I bleſs'd the change, and thought him wholly mine "oF 
Conceiv'd long hopes I jointly ſhould obe 
His ſtronger, and Maria's gentle ſway; 
He fierce as thunder, ſhe as lightning bright ; 
One my defence, and t'other my delight: 
| Yet go—where honour calls the hero, go: 

Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow; ; 
| Go meet your country's joy, your virtue's due; 
Receive their triumphs, and prepare for NEW ; . 
Enlarge my empire, and let France afford 
Ine next large harveſt to thy e 0 ord ; : 
Again in Crecy let my arms be rear'd, 
Aud oer the continent Britannia fear d: 


1 W dile 


0 generous prince, too prodigally kind! 1 


184 s TERRE 8 POEMS. 


, While under Mary 8 tutelary care, 

Far from the danger, or the noiſe of war, 

In honourable pleaſure I poſſeſs 

The ſpoils of conqueſt, and the charms of peace, 


As the great lamp by which the globe is bleſs'd, 


Conſtant in toil, and ignorant of reſt, 
Through different regions does his courſe purſue, 
And haves one world but to revive a new; 


While, by a pleaſing change, the Queen of Night - 


Relieves his luſtre with a milder light : bn 
So when your beams do diſtant nations chear, 
| The partner of your crown ſhall mount the ſphere, 
Able alone my empire to 1 
And carry on che glories of thy * N 
But why has fate maliciouſly decreed, 5 
bat greateſt bleſſings muſt by turns 1 * 
Nee ſhe relented, and would urge his flay 
By all that fondneſs and that grief could ſay; 
But ſoon did her preſaging thoughts wy. 
On ſcenes of triumphs and returning joy. 
Thus, like the tide, while her unconſtant breaſt | 


Was ſwell'd with rapture, by deſpair depreſs d, 


Fate call'd; the hero muſt his way purſue, 
And ber cries leſſen'd as the ſhore withdrew. 
The winds were filent, and the gentle main. 


Biore an auſpicious omen of his reign; 
When Neptune, owning whom thoſe ſeas obey, 


Nodded, and bade the chearful Tritons play. 
Each choſe a different ſubject for their lays, 
But Orange was the burden of their praiſe: 


Some 
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dome in their ſtrains up to the fountain ran, 
From whence this ſtream of virtue firſt began: 
Others choſe heroes of a later date, 
And ſung the“ founder of the neighbouring ſlate ; ; 
How daringly he tyranny withſtood, 
And ſeal'd his country's freedom with his blood; 
Then to the two illuſtrious brethren came, 
The Arg rivals of their father's fame 
And to the 7 youth, whoſe pregnant hopes out- ran 
The ſteps of time, and early ſhew'd the man; 
For whoſe alliance monarchs did contend, 
And gave a daughter to ſecure a friend. 
But as by Nature's law the Phenix dies, 
That from its urn a nobler bird may rife, 
$ fate ordain'd the h parent ſoon ſhould ſet, 
To make the glories of his heir complet. 

At William's name each fill'd his vocal ſhell, 
Ang on the happy ſound rejoic'd to dwell : 
Some ſung his birth, and how diſcerning fate 
Sav'd infant virtue againſt powerful hate; 
Of poiſonous ſnakes by young Alcides quell'd, _ 
And palms that ſpread the more, the more with-held. 
dome ſung Seneffe, and early wonders done 
By the bold youth, himſelf a war alone; 


And how his firmer courage did oppoſe | } 
His country's foreign and inteſtine foes ; "S 
The lion he, who held their arrows cloſe. j 

N William. 3 + Maurice and Henry. 


1 William. d James Ib. he 
: Others 
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Others ſung Perſeus, and the injur'd maid, 
Redeem'd by the wing d warrior's timely aid; 

Or in myſterious numbers did unfold _ 

Sad. modern truths wrapt up in tales of old; 


How Saturn, fluſh'd with arbitrary power, 
Deſign'd his lawful iſſue to devour; 


4: Jove, reſerv'd for better fate, withſtood 


The black contrivance of the doating god ; 
With arms he came, his guilty father fled, 

*Twas Italy ſecur'd his frighted head, 
And by his flight reſign'd his empty throne 
And triple empire to his worthier ſon, 
| Then in one note their artful force they j join, 
- Eager to reach the victor and the Boyne ; 2 
How on the wondering bank the hero ſtood, 
 Laviſhly bold and deſperately good : 

Till fate, deſigning to convince the brave 
That they can dare no more than Heaven can fave, 
Leet death approach, and yet withheld the ſting, 
Wounded the man, diſtinguiſhing the King. 
I bey had enlarg'd, but found the ſtrain too ſtrong, 
And in ſoft notes allay'd the bolder ſong : © 
Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry'd, and round "y bel 
For ever may victorious wreaths be ſpread ; 

No more may travellers deſire to know 

Where Simois and Granicus did flow; 

Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten ſtream, 

He or the ſoldier's rant, or poet's theme: 

All waters ſhall unite their fame in thee, | 
Loft in thy waves, as thoſe are in the ſea, Gag 
04 j wo They 
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They- breath 'd afreſh, unwilling to give o er, 
And begg'd thick miſts long to conceal the ſhore; | 
Smooth was the liquid plain; the ſleeping wind, 
More to the ſea, than to it's maſter kind, 
Detain'd a treaſure, which we value more 
Than all the deep e'er hid, or waters bore. 
But he, with a ſuperior genius born, 
Truats chance with inſolence, and death with ſcorn: I 
Darkneſs and ice in vain obſtruct his way, ö 
Holland is near, and nature muſt obey; 
Charg'd with our hopes the boat ſecurely rode; 
For Ceſar and his fortune were the load. 
With eager tranſport Belgia met her ſon, 
Yet trembling for the danger he had run; 
Till, certain of her joy, ſhe bow'd her head, 
Confeſs her Lord, bleſs'd his return, and faid : 
If paſſion by long abſence does improve, 
And makes that rapture, which before was love; 
Think on my old, my intermitted bliſs, 
And by my former pleaſure meaſure this: 
Nor by theſe feeble pillars which I raiſe, 
Unequal to ſuſtain the hero's praiſe ; 
Too faint the colours, and too mean the art, 
To repreſent your glories, or my heart: 
"Theſe humble emblems are deſign'd to ſhow, 
Not how we would reward, but what we owe. 
Here from your childhood take a ſhort review, 
How Holland's happineſs advanc'd with you ; 
How her ſtout veſſel did in triumph ride, 
And mock'd der ſtorms, while Orange was her 27 hun. 
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What ſince has been our fate I need not ſay, 
III ſuiting with the bleſſings of the day, 
Our better fortune with our Prince was gone, 
Conqueſt was only there where he led on. 
Like the Palladium, whereſoe'er you go, 
| You turn all death and danger on the foe. 
In you we but too ſadly underſtood 5 
How angels have their ſpheres of doing good ; 
Elſe the ſame ſoul which did our troops poſſeſs, A 
And crown'd their daring courage with ſucceſs, » 
Had taught our fleet to triumph o'er the main, 1 
And Fleurus had been ſtill a guiltleſs plain. 5 
1 
þ 
* 
1 
/ 
8 


What pity 'tis, ye Gods! an arm and mind 
Like yours ſhould be to time and place confin'd} Þ 
© But thy return ſhall fix our kinder ,, 
For thee our councils, thee our armies wait; 
. Diſcording Princes ſhall with thee combine, 
And center all their intereſts in thine; 
Proud of thy friendſhip, ſhall forego their ſway, 
As Rome her great Dictator did obey ; | 
And all united make a Gordian knot, _ 5 
Which neither craft ſhall looſe, nor force ſhall cut. | | 


| on 
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ON THE LATE 


HORRID CONSPIRACY. 


Finding his F royal enemy betray'd, 
And in his chariot by Þ vile hands oppreſs'd, 
With noble pity and juſt rage poſſeſs'd, 

Wept at his fall from ſo ſublime a ſtate, 

And by the traitor's death reveng'd the fate 
Of majeſty profan*'d—ſo acted too 
The generous Cæſar, when the Roman knew | 
A coward King had treacherouſly ſlain, 


1 Whom ſcarce he foil'd on the Pharſalian plain: : 


The doom of his fam'd rival he bemoan'd, 

And the baſe author of the crime dethron'd. 
Such were the virtuous maxims of the great, 
Free from the ſervile arts of barbarous hate : 
They knew no foe but in the open field, 
And to their cauſe and to the gods appeal'd. 
So William acts—and if his rivals dare 


HE * youth whoſe fortune the vaſt globe obey d. 


Diſpute his reign by arms, he Il meet them there, 


Where Jove, as once on Ida, holds the ſcale, 
And lets the good, the * and brave, e. 


„Alexander. Dais. 1 Bous. 
I Ptolemy, _ ur Pompey. 
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TO THE EARL or CARLISLE, 


- Ye envious powers, that we ſhould only ſee © 
| This copy of your own divinny? | 
Or thought ye it ſurpaſſing human ftate, - 

To have” a bleſſing lafting as t was great? 


X JE 8 gone! and was it then by your decree, 


Pour cruel ſkill you better ne'er had ſhown, 
Since you ſo ſoon deſign'd him all your OWN. 


Such foſtering favours to the damn'd are given, 
When, to increaſe their hell, you ſhow them heaven, 
Was it too godlike, he ſhould long inherit 


At once his father's and his uncle's ſpirit 5 
Vet as much beauty, and as calm a breaſt, 


As the mild dame whoſe teeming womb he bel. 
H' had all the favours Providence could give, | 
Except its own prerogative to live 

Reſerv'd in pleaſures, and in dangers bold, 

Youthful in action, and in prudence old: 
His humble greatneſs, and ſubmiſſive ſtate, 
Made his life fall of wonder, as his fate; 
One, who, to all the heights of learning bred, 
Read books and men, and practis'd what he read, 
Round the wide globe ſcarce did the buſy ſun 
With greater haſte and greater luſtre run. 


True gallantry and grandeur he deſery*d, 
_ Tom the T rench Toppe chen, and German 1 


And 


UPON THE DEATH OP HIS SON BEFORE LUXEMBURGH, 


TO.THE EARL OF CARLISLE, rgr 


Ard like the induſtrious bee, where'er he flew, 
Gather'd the ſweets which on ſweet bloſſoms grew. 
Babel's confuſed ſpeeches on his tongue, 
With a ſweet harmony and concord hung. 
More countries than for Homer did conteſt 
Do ſtrive who moſt were by his preſence bleſt. 
Nor did his wiſdom damp his martial fire, 
Minerva both her portions did inſpire, 
Uſe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre. 
do Cæſar doubly triumph'd when he wrote, 
Showing like wit, as valour when he fought. 

If God, as Plato taught, example takes 
From his own works, and ſouls by patterns makes, 5 
Much of himſelf in him he did unfold, 
And caſt them in his darling ri 8 mold, 
Of too refin'd a ſubſtance to be old. 
Both did alike diſdain an hero's rage 
Should come like an inheritance by age. 
Ambitiouſly did both conſpire to twift 
Bays with the ivy, with their temples kiſt: 8 
dcorning to wait the ſlow advance of time, 3% my 
Both fell like early bloſſoms in their prime, 
By blind events, and Providence's crime. 
Yet both, like Codrus, o'er their yielding foe, 
Obtain'd the conqueſt, in their overthrow ; 
And longer life do purchaſe by their death, 
In fame compleating what they want in breath. 
Oh! had kind fate {tretch'd the contracted ſpan, 
To the full Foun: of a Pres A 
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And, as he grew, could every rolling year 
A new addition to our wonder bear, 
H' had paid to his illuſtrious line that ſtock 
Of ancient honour, which from: thence he took, 
But oh! 
So haſty fruits, and too ambitious flowers, | 
Scorning the midwifery of ripening ſhowers, 
In ſpite of froſts, ſpring from th' unwilling earth, 
But find a nip. untimely as their birth: 7. 


Abortive iflues ſo delude the womb, 


| And ſcarce have being, ere they want a tomb. 
Forgive, my Lord, the Muſe that does aſpire 
With a new breath to fan your raging fire; 
Who each officious and unſkilful ſound 

Can with freſh torture but enlarge the ee 


Fo Could I, with David, curſe the guilty plain, 


Where once more lov'd than Jonathan was ſlain ; 
Or could 1 flights high as his merits raiſe, 
Clear as his virtue, deathleſs as his praiſe ; 


None who, though laurels crown'd their 1 head, 


Admir'd him living, and ador'd him dead, 
With more devotion ſhould enrol his name 
In the long-conſecrated lift of fame. 

But, ſince my artleſs and nnhallow'd ſtrain 


Will the high worth, it ſhould commend, profane; | 


Since I deſpair my humble verſe ſhould prove 
Great as your loſs, or tender as your love; 


My heart with ſighings, and with tears mine eye, 


Slhall the defect of written grief ſupply. 


A POEM, 


DE 
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DEDICATED TO THE BLESSED MEMORY OF HER. 


LATE GRACIOUS MAJESTY QUEEN MARY, 


| NCE more, my Muſe, we muſt an altar raiſe 


May it prove laſting, as Maria's praiſe ; 

And, the ſong ended, be the ſwan' 8 295 coma 
Reſt ever filent, as Maria's tomb. 

But whence ſhall we begin? or hier ſteer ? ? 
Her virtues like a perfect round appear, 
| Where judgment lies in admiration loſt, 
Not knowing which it ſhould diſtinguiſh molt; 

Some angel, from your own, deſcribe her frame, 
For ſure your godlike beings are the ſame : 
All that was charming in the fairer kind, 
With manly ſenſe and reſolution join'd ; 
A mien compos'd of mildneſs and of ſtate, 
Not by conſtraint or affectation great; 
But form'd by nature for ſupreme command, 
Like Eve juſt moulded by the Maker's hand ; 


Yet ſuch her meekneſs, as half-veil'd the chrone, #7 . 


Leſt, being in too great a luſtre ſhown, 

It might debar the ſubject of acceſs, 

And make her mercies and our comforts leſs. 

So Gods, of old, deſcending from their ſphere 

To viſit men, like mortals did appear : 

Leſt their too awful preſence ſhould affright 

| Thoſe whom they meant to bleſs, and to delight. 
Vor. XVII. — T hus 
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Thus to the noon of her high glory run, 
From her bright orb, diffufive like the ſan, 


Shedid her healing influence diſplay, _ e 
And cheriſh'd all our nether world, that lay | I | 


Within the circle of her radiant day; 

| Reliev'd not only thoſe who bounty ſought, 
But gave unaſk'd, and as ſhe gave forgot; 

Found modeſt Want in her obſcure retreat, 

And courted timorous Virtue to be great. 


. hurch, which William ſav'd, was Mary“ s care, iſ 
Taught by her life, and guarded by her pray'r; 


What her devotions were, ye cherubs, tell, 
Who ever round the ſeat of mercy dwell; 
| For here ſhe would not have her goodneſs known, 1 
But you beheld how ſhe addreſs d the _— / 
And wonder'd at a zeal ſo like your own. 
Since ſhe was form'd, and lov'd, and pray'd like you, 
dhe ſhould, alas! have been immortal too. 
A mind ſo good, in beauteous ſtrength array 'd, 
Aſſur-d our hopes ſne might be long obey d, 
And we, with heighten'd reverence, might have een 
The hoary grandeur of an aged Queen, 
Who might, with William, jointly govern here, 


As that bright pair which rules the heavenly ſphere, 


Grace and mild mercy beſt in her were ſhown, 
1 him the rougher virtues of the throne; 
Of Juſtice ſhe at home the balance held; 


1 Abroad, Oppreſſion by his ſword was quell'd 


The generous lion, and the peaceful dove, 


The God of battle, and the Queen of love, 


Did 
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Did in their happy nuptials well agree; 
Like Mars, he led our armies out; and ſhe 
With ſmiles prefided o'er her native ſea. 

Such too their meetings, when our Monarch came 
With laurels loaden, and immortal fame: 1 
As when the God on Hæmus quits his arms, Ih — 6 fl 
Softening his roils in Cytherea's charms : h a 
Then with what joy did ſhe the victor meet, 
And lay the reins of empire at his feet! 
With the ſame temper as the * Latian hind 
Was made Dictator, conquer'd, and reſign'd ; 
So Pallas from the duſty field withdrew, 
And, when imperial Jove appear'd in view, 
Reſum'd her female arts, the ſpindle and the dev; pF 
Forgot the ſceptre ſhe ſo well had ſway d, ER, 
And, with that mildneſs ſhe had rul'd, obey'd ; 
Pleas'd with the change, and unconcern'd as Jore, 
When in diſguiſe he leaves his power above, 
And drowns all other attributes in love, 

Such, mighty Sir, if yet the ſacred ear 

Of Majeſty in grief vouchſafe to hear, | 

Was the lov'd confort of thy crown and bed, 8. J 
Our joy while living, our deſpair now dead. = | 

Yet though with Mary one ſupporter fall, 
Thy virtue can alone ſuſtain the ball. 
Of Sibyl's books, that volume which remain'd,. 
The perfect value of the whole retain'd.. 
When in the fiery car Elijah fled, 
His ſpirit doubled on his partner's head; 

5 Lucius Vintius. : 


0 2 Sao 


1 And mangled Hector at his chariot drew. 
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So will thy people's love, now Mary 's gone, 
Unite both ſtreams, and flow on thee alone. 
The grateful ſenate with one voice combine 
To breathe their ſorrows, and to comfort thine, 

By bringing to thy view how Europe's fate 

Does on thy counſels and thy courage wait: 

But, when the vaſtneſs of thy grief they ſee, 

They own tis juſt, and melt in tears with thee, 
| Bluſh not, great foul, thus to reveal thy woe; 
Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full o'erflow; _ 

Shed by degrees, they paſs unfelt away; 
Hut raiſe a ſtorm and deluge where they ſtay. 

The braveſt heroes have the ſofteſt mind, - 
heir nature 's, like the Gods, to love inclin'd, 
Homer, who human paſſions nicely knew, 
When his illuſtrious Grecian chief he drew, 
Left likewiſe in his ſoul one mortal part, 
Whence love and anguiſh too might reach his heart; 
For a loſt miſtreſs, in deſpair he ſate, I 

. And let declining Troy full ſtruggle with her fate: 
But when the partner of his cares lay dead, 
Like a rous'd lion from his tent he fled, 

Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans flew, 


Still greater is thy loſs, be ſuch thy rage, 
As conquer'd Gallia only may afſwage. 
| She who on earth ſecur'd thee by her prayer, 
Return'd to heaven, ſhall prove thy guardian angel there, 
And, hovering round thee with her heavenly ſhield, 
VUnſeen protect thee in the doubtful field, 
„ . e 00 


TO THE MEMORY OF C MARY. 197 


Co then, by different paths to glory go, 

Ihe church's both eſtates with Mary ſhow ; 
And while above ſhe triumphs, fight below. — 
fis done our Monarch to the camp returns,— 
The Gallic armies fly—their navy burns, 
And earth and ſeas all how at his command, 
And Europe o owns x her ous from his victorious hand. 


THE AUSTRIAN EAGLE. 


A Anna's call the Auftrian eagle flies, . 
Bearing her thunder to the ſouthern ſkies ; 
Where a raſh Prince, with an unequal ſway, 
Inflames the region, and miſguides the day; 

| Till the uſurper, from his chariot hurb'd, 
Leaves the true 8 8 to command the world. 


THE NATURE OF DREAMS. 


AT dead of night imperial Reaſon ſleeps, 5 i 

A And Fancy with her train looſe revels keeps, —_ 

Then airy phantoms a mix'd ſcene diiplay, _ | 

Of what we heard, or ſaw, or wiih'd by day ; 

For memory thoſe i images retains, 

Which paſſion form'd, and ſtill the ſtrongeſt reigns, 

Huntſmen renew the chace they lately run, 

And generals fight again their battles won. 

Spectres and fallen banks the murderer's dreams, 

Grants or diſgraces are the courtier's themes. 

The miſer Coles a thief, or a new hoard, _ 

Th cit. s a knight, the ſycophant a lord. 7 
9 1 Thus 


| Not yet by time and place to act betray d, 
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Thus fancy 's in the wild diſtraction loſt, 


With what we moſt abhor, or covet moſt. 
But of all paſſions that our dreams code, 
Love prints the deepeſt image in the ſoul; 

For vigorous fancy and warm blood diſpenſe 


_ Pleaſures ſo lively that they rival ſenſe, 
Such are the tranſports of a willing maid, 


_ Whom ſpies or ſome faint virtue forc'd to fly 
That ſcene of joy, which yet ſhe dies to try, 

Till fancy bawds, and, by myſterious charms, 
Brings the dear object to her longing arms; 

VUnguarded then ſhe melts, acts fierce delight, 
And curſes the returns of envious light. V 

In ſuch bleſt dreams Byblis enjoys a flame, - 3 
Which waking ſhe deteſts, and dares r not name, 


Ixion gives a looſe to his wild love, —©«© 7 
And in his airy viſions cuckolds Jove. 3 . 
Honours and ſtate before this phantom fall; N 


£ For lleep, like death its 1mage, equals all. 


5 IMITATED FROM THE ' FRENCH OF MONS. MAY« | 
| N TO CARDINAL RICHELIEU, | 


| * 
Wi H E Nr money and my blood ran high, 
My muſe was reckon'd wondrous pretty; ; 
The ſports and ſmiles did round her fly, | 
Enamour'd with her ſmart concetti, 3 
. | ; II. Now 
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55 oe 
Now {who 4 have thought it once?) with pain 

ohe ſtrings her harp, whilſt freezing age 


Put feebly runs through every vein, 
And chills my briſk poetic rage, 


III. 38 

] properly have ceas'd to live, | | 1 ; 
To wine and women, dead in law; 13 _ | 

And ſoon from fate I ſhall receive | 1 : 
A ſummons to the ſhades to go, 1} 


1 a; 

The warrior ghoſts will round me come 
To hear of fam'd Ramillia's fight, 
Whilſt the vext Bourbons through the gloom 

Retire to thi utmoſt realms of night. 
„ 
Then I, hs will tell . you 
With penſions every muſe inſpire; 
Who Marlborough's conqueſts did purſue, FB 
And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre, RR 
„%%% ẽv 
But ſhould ſome drolling ſprite demand, 
Well, Sir, what place had you, 1 pray! * 
How like a coxcomb ſhould I ſtand! 
What would your ard have me Foy 2 


0 4 JUVE- 
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JUVENAL, SATIRE m. 
THE ARGUMENT, 


In this Satire, the poet proves that nobility does not 
conſiſt in ſtatues and pedigrees, but in honourable 
and good actions: He laſhes Rubellius Plancus, for 
being inſolent, by reaſon of his high birth; and lass 
down an inſtance that we ought to nike the like 

judgment of men, as we do of horſes, who are va. 
lued rather according to their perſonal qualities, than 

by the race of whence they come. He adviſes his 
noble friend Ponticus (to whem he dedicates the 

| fatire) to lead a virtuous life, diſſuading him from 
debauchery, luxury, oppreſſion, cruelty, and other 
vices, by his ſevere cenſures on Lateranus, Dama- 
ſippus, Gracchus, Nero, Cataline ; and in oppoſition 
to theſe, diſplays the worth of perſons meanly born, 
ſuch as Cicero, n Servius T ullivs, and the 

5 Decii. 


The tranſlator of this ſatire induftrioully 0 im- 
poſing upon the reader, and perplexing the printer 
with tedious common- place notes: but finding to- 
wards the latter end many examples of noblemen who | 
diſgraced their anceſtors by vicious practices, and of 
men meanly born, who ennobled their families by 
_ virtuous and brave actions, he thought ſome niſtori- 
cal relations were neceſſary towards rendering thoſe 
Inſtances more intelligible ; which is all he pretends 
; 5 | to 
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to bp his remarks. He would gladly have left out 
the heavy paſſage of the Mirmillo and Retiarius, 
which he honeſtly confeſſes he either does not rightly 
underſtand, or cannot ſufficiently explain. If he 
has not confined himſelf to the ſtrict rules of tranſla- 
tion, but has frequently taken the liberty of imitat- 
ing, paraphraſing, or reconciling the Roman cuſtoms | 
to our modern uſage; he hopes this freedom is 
| pardonable, ſince he has not uſed it but when he 
found the original flat, obſcure, or defective; and 
where the humour and connection of the author mien 
naturally allow of mew” a change. 


7H AT 8 the Mis, or the real good, 
In tracing from the ſource our antient blood ? > 
I. o have our anceſtors in paint or ſtone, 
Preſerv'd as relicks, or like monſters ſhewn ? 
The brave Æmilii, as in triumph plac'd, 
The virtuous Curii, half by time defac'd ; 
Corrinus, with a mouldering noſe, that bears 
Injurious ſcars, the ſad effects of years? 
And Galha grinning without noſe or ears? 
Vain are their hopes, who fancy to inherit 
By trees of pedigrees, or fame, or merit: 
Though plodding heralds through each branch may t trace 
Old Ceptains and Dictators of their race, 
Waile their ill lives that family bely, 
And g grici'e the braſs which ſtands diſhonour'd by. 
"Tis mere burleſque, that to our Generals praiſe 
Their progeny immortal ſtatues raiſe, 


Vet 
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Yet (far from that old gallantry) delight 
To game before their images all night, 
And ſteal to bed at the approach of day, 
The hour when theſe their enſigns did diſplay. 
Why ſhould ſoft Fabius impudently bear 

Names gain'd by conqueſts in the Gallic war? 
EE Why lays he claim to Hercules's ſtrain g 
Vet dares be baſe, effeminate and vain? 

The glorious altar to that hero built 
Adds but a greater luſtre to his guilt, 

| Whoſe tender limbs and poliſh'd ſkin diſgrace 

The griſly beauty of his manly race; 

And who, by practiſing the diſmal {kill 
Of poiſoning, and ſuch treacherous ways to kill, 
Makes his unhappy kindred marble ſweat, 

When his degenerate head by theirs is ſets 5 

L.0ong galleries of anceſtors, and all 

The follies which ill- grace a country hall, 

Challenge no wonder or eſteem from me; 

«© Virtue alone is true nobility,” “ 

Live therefore well: to men and gods appear, 
Ouch as good Paulus, Coſſus, Druſus, were; 
And in thy conſular, triumphal ſhow, 

Let theſe before thy father's ſtatues go; 

Place them before the enſigns of the ſtate, 

As chooſing rather to be good than great. 

Convince the world that you 're devout and true, 

Be juſt in all you ſay, and all you do; 
Whatever be your birth, you 're ſure to be 
A yu of the firſt magnitude to me: oY 
8 Rome 
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Rome for your ſake ſhall puſh her conqueſts on, \ 
And bring new titles home from nations Ong - | 
To dignify ſo eminent a ſon. = 
With your bleſt name ſhall every region ſound, 3 
Loud as mad Egypt, when her prieſts have found 
A new Ofiris for the ox they drown'd. | 
But who will call thoſe noble, who deface, 
By meaner acts, the glories of their race; 
Whole only title to our fathers' fame 
Is couch'd in the dead letters of their name? | 
A dwarf as well may for a giant paſs; 
A negro for a ſwan ; a crook-back'd laſs 
Be call'd Europa; and a cur may bear 
The name of tiger, lion, or whate'er 
Denotes the nobleſt or the fierceſt beaſt: 
Be therefore careful, left the world in jeſt _ 
Should thee juſt ſo with the mock titles greet 
Of Camerinus, or of conquer'd Crete, 
To whom is this advice and cenſure due? „ 
Rubellius Plancus, tis applied to you; : 
Who think your perſon ſecond to divine, 
| Becauſe deſcended from the Druſian line; 
Though yet you no illuſtrious act have done, 
Jo make the world diſtinguiſh Julia's fon 
From the vile offspring of a trull, who fits 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 
* You are poor rogues (you cry) the baſe ſcum | 
And inconſiderable dregs of Rome; 
« Who know not from what corner of the earth 
ho * The obſcure wretch, who got you, ſtole his birth: 


8 Mine 
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8 Mine I derive from Cope '—May your Gras | 
Live and enjoy the ſplendor of your race !— 
Vet of theſe baſe plebeians we have known 
Some, who, by charming eloquence, have grown ; 
Great ſenators, and honours to that gown: 2» 
Seme at the bar with ſubtilty defend _ 
The cauſe of an unlearned noble friend; 
Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 
Others their ſtronger youth to arms apply, 
So to Euphrates, or thoſe forces. join 
Which garriſon the conqueſts near the Rhine. 
While you, Rubellius, on your birth rely; 
Though you reſemble your great family 
No more, than thoſe rough itatues on the road 
(Which we call Mercuries) are like that God: 
Vour blochhead though excels in this alone, 
| Yeu are a living "Wa that of ſtone. 
Great ſon of Troy, who ever Prais'd a bealt 
5 For being of a race above the reſt, 
But rather meant his courage, and his . 
To give an inſtance We commend a horſe | 
(Without regard of paſture or of breed) 
For his undaunted mettle and his ſpeed; 
Who wins moſt plates with greateſt eaſe, ad firſt 


Prints with his hoofs his conquetts on the duſt, 


But if fleet Dragon's progeny at laſt 
Prove jaded, and 1n frequent matches caſt, 
No favcur for the ſtallion we retain, 


And no reſpect for the degenerate ſtrain 
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The worthleſs brute is from New-Market brought, 
And at an under-rate in Smithfield bought, 
To turn a mill, or drag a loaded life 
Beneath two panniers and a baker's wife. 

That we may therefore you, not yours, admire; 
Firſt, Sir, ſome honour of your own acquire; 
Add to that ſtock which juſtly we beftow —_ 
On thoſe bleſt ſhades to whom you all things owe. 
This may ſuffice the haughty youth to ſhame, 
Whoſe ſwelling veins (if we may credit fame) 
Burſt almoſt with the vanity and pride _ 

That their rich blood to Nero's is ally'd: 
| The rumour 's likely; for We ſeldom find 
« Much ſenſe with an exalted fortune join'd,” a 
But Ponticus, I would not you ſhould raiſe : 
Your credit by hereditary praiſe; 
Let your own acts immortaliſe your name; 
« *Tis poor relying on another's fame; 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The ſuperſtructure muſt in ruins fall; 
As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm ſhe lov'd. 
he a good ſoldier, or upright truſtee, 
An arbitrator from corruption free. 
And if a witneſs in a dcubtful cauſe, 
Where a brib'd judge means to elude the laws; 5 
Though Phalaris's brazen bull were there, 
And he would dictate what he'd have you ſwear, 
Be not ſo profligate, but rather chuſe 
To guard your none, and your life to loſe, 


Rather 
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Rocker de bag vids be d dls ; N 


Virtue the nobleſt cauſe for which you re made,  -_ 9 
_ «« Tmproperly we meaſure life by breath;  _ M 
Such do not truly live who merit death ;”* Y * 


py Though they their wanton ſenſes nicely pleaſe 7 


With all the charms of luxury and eaſe; 


Though mingled flowers adorn their. careleſs brow, 3 1 

And round them coſtly ſweets neglected flow, 

As if they ia their funeral ſtate were laid, 

And to the world, as they re to virtue, dead. 

When you the province you expect, 2 
From paſſion and from avarice refrain; | 
Let our aſſociates poverty provoke _ 

Thy generous heart not to increaſe their yoke,. 

Since riches cannot reſcue from the grave, 

Which claims alike the monarch and the ſlave.. 

Io what the laws enjoin, ſubmiſſion pay; 

And what the Senate ſhall command, * 

I hink what rewards upon the good attend, 
And how thoſe fall unpitied who offend: 


| Tutor and Capito may warnings be, 


Who felt the thunder of the States. decree, 

For robbing the Cecilians, though they 

(Like leſſer pikes) only ſubſiſt on prey. 

But what avails the rigour of their doom * 

Which cannot future violence o'ercome,. 

Nor give the miſerable province eaſe, 

Since what one plunderer left, the next will ſeize. 
|  Cherippus then, in time yourſelf bethink, 
And what your rags will yield by auction, fink; 

OM ll W Net 
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Ne'er put yourſelf to charges to complain 
Of wrong which heretofore you did ſuſtain, 
| Make not a voyage to detect the theft: 
"Tis mad to laviſh what their rapine left. 
When Rome at firſt our rich allies ſubdued, 
From gentle taxes noble ſpoils accrued ; 
Each wealthy province, but in part oppreſt, 
Thought the loſs trivial, and-enjoy'd the reſt, 
All treaſuries did then with heaps abound ; 
' Inevery wardrobe coſtly ſilks were found; 
The leaſt apartment of the meaneſt houſe 
Could all the wealthy pride of art produce; 
Pictures which from Parrhaſius did receive 
Motion and warmth ; and ftatues taught to live: 8 
Some Polyclete's, ſome Myron's work declar d, 
In others Phidias' maſter-piece appear'd 
And crowding plate did on the wes hd, 
Emboſs'd by curious Mentor's artful hand. 
Prizes like theſe oppreſſors might invite, 
Theſe Dolabella's rapine did excite, 
Tmeſe Antony for his own theft thought fit, : 
Verres for theſe did ſaerilege commit 


And when their reigns were ended, ſhips full fraught 


The hidden fruits of their exaction brought, 

Which made in peace a treaſure richer far, 

Than what is plunder'd in the rage of war. 
This was of old; but our confederates now 

Have nothing left but oxen for the plough, 

Or ſome few mares reſerv'd alone for breed; 


Vet leſt this provident deſign ſucceed, 


They drive the father of the herd : away, | 
Making both ſtallion and his paſture prey, 
Their rapine is ſo abject and prophane, 
They not from trifles nor from Gods refrain * 
But the poor Lares from the niches ſeize, 
If they be little images that pleaſe. _ 
Such are the ſpoils which now provoke their theft, 
And are the greateſt, nay, they re all that 's left. 
Thus may you Corinth or weak Rhodes oppreſs, 
Who dare not bravely what they feel redreſs: 
For how can fops thy tyranny control, 
«© Smooth limbs are ſymptoms of a ſervile foul, $ 
But treſpaſs not too far on ſturdy Spain, 5 | 


| Sclavonia, France; thy. gripes from thoſe reſtrain, 

Who with their ſweat Rome's luxury waintain, 

And ſend us plenty, while our wanton day 

Is laviſh'd at the Circus, or the play. 

For, ſhould you to extortion be inclin'd, 

Vour cruel guilt will little booty find, 

Since gleaning Marius has already ſeiz 3 

All that from ſun-burnt Afric can be ſqueesz: d. 
But, above all, Be careful to with-hold 

« Your talons from the wretched and the bold ; 

* 'Tempt not the brave and needy to deſpair; 


0 For, though your violence ſhould leave them bare 


„ Of gold and ſilver, ſwords and darts remain, 


* And will revenge the wrongs which they ſuſan 5 ws 
„The plunder'd ſtill have arms. 


Think not the precept I have here laid down 5 
A fond, uncertain notion of my own; 
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No, tis a Sibyl's leaf what I relate, 
As fx d and ſure, as the decrees of fate. 

Let none but men of honour you attend; 
Chooſe him that has moſt virtue for your friend, 
And give no way to any darling youth 
To {ell your favour, and pervert the truth. 

Reclaim your wife from ſtrolling up and down, 
Io all aſſizes and through every town, 

With claws like harpies, eager for the prey 
| (For which your juſtice and your fame will pay) 
Keep yourſelf free from ſcandals ſuch as theſe ; 


Then trace your birth from Picus, if you pleaſe IL 


If he 's too modern, and your pride aſpire 

To ſeek the author of your being higher, 
Chooſe any I itan who the Gods withſtood 

| To be the founder of your ancient blood, 
Prometheus, and that race before the flood, 
Or any other ſtory you can find 

From heralds, or in poets, to your mind. 


But ſhould you prove ambitious, luſtful, vain; 


Or could you ſee with pleaſure and diſdain, 
Rods broke on our affociates bleeding backs, 


And heads-men labouring till they blunt their ax; ; 


Your father's glory will your ſin proclaim, | 
And to a clearer light expoſe your ſhame; 
For ſtill more public ſcandal vice extends, 
As he is great and noble who offends.” 


Ho dare you then your high extraction plead ? 


Tet bluſh not when: you go to forge a deed, 
Vor . 5 
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In the ſame temple which your grandfire built ; 


Muffled by night, to ſome polluted bed. 


| Where his forefathers peaceful aſhes ſleep ; 
Driving himſelf a chariot down the hill, 
And (though a conſul) links himſelf the wheel: 


-" "Was hw ſees, and every ſmaller light 1 


| Nay when his year of honour 's ended, ſoon 
He Ill leave that nicety, and mount at noon; _ 
Nor bluſh ſhould he ſome grave acquaintance meet, 
hut, proud of being known, will jerk and greet : 
And when his fellow-beaſts are weary grown, 
He Il play the groom, give oats, and rub them down, 
Tf, after Numa's ceremonial way, 
He at Jove's altar would a victim ſlay, 
| To no clean goddeſs he directs his prayers, 
But by Hippona moſt devoutly ſwears, 
Or ſome rank deity, whoſe filthy face 
We ſuitably o'er ſtinking ſtables place. 


To ſteer his courſe directly for the inn 
(Where they have watch'd, expecting him all night) 
A greaſy Syrian, ere he can alight, | 
Preſents him eſſence, while his courteous hoſt 
. (Well knowing nothing by nen $ loſt) | 
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Making his ſtatue privy to the guilt. 
Or in a bawdy maſquerade are led, 


Fat Lateranus does his revels keep 


To do him juſtice, tis indeed by night, 


Pries as a witneſs of the ſhameful ſight. 


When he has run his length, and does begin | 


Taps 
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Tags every ſentence with ſome fawning word, 


Such as“ My King, My Prince,” at leaft “ My Lord; ” | 


And a tight maid, ere he for wine can aſk, 

Cueſſes his meaning, and unoils the flaſk. 

Some, friends to vice, induſtriouſly defend 

Theſe innocent diverſions, and pretend _ 

That I the tricks of youth too roughly blame, 

Alledging that when young we did the ſame. 

I grant we did, yet when that age was kalt, 

The frolic humour did no longer laſt; 

We did not cheriſh and indulge the crime: 

What's foul in acting, ſhould be left i in time. 

'Tis true, ſome faults, of courſe, with childhood end, 

We therefore wink at wags when they offend, "I 

And ſpare the boy, in hopes the man nd mend, 
But Lateranus (now his. vigorous age 

Should prompt him for his country to engage, 

The circuit of our empire to extend, 

And all our lives in Cæſar's to defend) 

Mature in riots, places his delight _ 

All day in plying bumpers, and at night 

Reels to the bawds, over whoſe doors are fet 

Pictures and bills, with “ Here are whores to let, „ 

Should any deſperate unexpected fate N 

Summon all heads and hands to guard the ſtate, 

Crſar, ſend quickly to ſecure the port; 

gut where's the general? where does he reſort 2* 5 

Send to the ſutler's; there y' are ſure to find | 

The bully match d with rafcals of his kind, 


7 „ Quacks, 
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"  Fluttering with coach and fix about the town, 


Poor now he muſt (ſince his eſtate is loſt) 


Quacks, coffin- makers; fugitives and ſailors; Ne 
| Rooks, common ſoldiers, hangmen, thieves, 5 tailon; W 
With Cybele's prieſts, who, weary'd with proceſſions, A 
Drink there, and ſleep with knaves of all profeſſions, | Al 
A triendly gang ! each equal to the beſt ; * 
And all, who can, have liberty fo jeſt 0 
One flaggon walks the round, that none ſhould think C 
They either change, or ſtint him of his drink: di 
And, leſt exceptions may for place be found, MB) 
5 Their ſtools are all alike, their table round. 1 
What think you, Ponticus, yourſelf might do, Þ 
Should any flave ſo lewd belong to you ? 
No doubt, you 'd fend the rogue in feen bound þ 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground: Wi ! 
Baut, nobles, you who trace your birth from n Troy, | 
I hink, you the great prerogative enjoy . 1 
Of doing ill, by virtue of that race; ( 
As if what we eſteem in coblers W , 
Would the high family of Brutus grace. 


Shameful are theſe examples, yet we find 
” To Rome's diſgrace) far worſe than theie behind; 


Poor Damaſippus, whom we once have known 


Is forc'd to make the ſage his laſt retreat, 
And pawns his voice, the all he has, for meat: 


Or repreſent, or be himſelf, a ghoſts: 
And Lentulus acts hanging with ſuch art, 
Were I a judge, he ſhould not feign the part. 
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Who can with patience, nay diverſion, fit, 

Applauding my lord's buffoonry for wit. 

And clapping farces acted by the court, 

While the peers cuff, to make the rabble ſport: 

Or hirelings, at a prize, their fortunes try; 

Certain to fall unpity'd if they die; | 

Since none can have the favourable thought 

That to obey a tyrant's will they fought, 

| But that their lives they willingly expoſe, 

Bought by the Prætors to adorn their ſhows. _ 

| Yet ſay, the ſtage and lifts were both in fight, 

And you muſt clicker chooſe to act, or fight ; 3 | 

Death never ſure bears ſuch a ghaſtly ſhape, 1 

That a rank coward baſely would 5 0 

By playing a foul harlot's jealous tool, 

Or a feign'd Andrew to a real fool. 

Yet a peer actor is no monſtrous thing, 

| Since Rome has own'd a fidler for a king: 

After ſuch pranks, the world itſelf at belt 7 

May be imagin'd nothing but a jeſt, 8 5 
Go to the liſts where feats of arms are ſhown, 5 

There you Il find Gracchus (from patrician) grown 5 

A fencer and the ſcandal of the town. 

Nor will he the Mirmillo's weapons bear, 

The modeſt helmet he diſdains to wear; 

As Retiarius he attacks his foe; 

birſt waves s his trident ms for the throw, 


Nor would I their vile inſolence acquit, | +1 | 
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Next caſts his net, but neither level'd right, 

He ſtares about expos'd to public fight, _ 
Ihen places all his ſafety in his flight, 

Room for the noble gladiator ! See 

His coat and hatband ſhew his quality. 
Thus when at laſt the brave Mirmillo knew 
Nas Gracchus was the wretch he did purſue, 
To conquer ſuch a coward griev'd him more, 
Than if he many glorious wounds had bore. 


There 's not a wretch ſo much to vice inclin'd, p77 
But will own, Seneca did far excel 


With ſome proportion to the blood he ſpilt, 


Rome ſhould more ſerpents, apes, and ſacks provide, 
| Than one for the compendious parricide, 


Vet weigh the cauſe, there's difference in the fact: 


Io puniſh falſhood, and appeaſe the * p 
Of his poor father treacherouſly loſt, 


With a full tide enlarg'd his chearful ſoul, 
et kill'd he not his ſiſter, or his wife, 
Nor aim'd at any near relation's life; 3 : 
Oreſtes, im the heat of all his rage, 

Ne er play” d or _ * a _ lage; 


Had we the freedom to expreſs our mind, 


His pupil, by whoſe tyranny he fell: 0 
To expiate whoſe complicated guilt. 


Tis true, Oreſtes a like crime did act; 
He ſlew his mother at the gods' command, 


They bid him ftrike, and did direct his . 


Juſt in the minute when the flowing bowl 


5 Nevet 
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Nerer on verſe did his wild thoughts employ, 
To paint the horrid ſcene of burning Troy, 
Like Nero, who, to raiſe his fancy higher, 
And finiſh the great work, ſet Rome on fire, 
euch crimes make treaſon juſt, and might compel 
Vitginius, Vindex, Galba, to rebel; 
For what could Nero's ſelf have acted worſe 
To aggravate the wretched nation's curſe ? 
"Theſe are the bleſt endowments, ſtudies, arts, 
| Which exerciſe our mighty Emperor's parts; 
Such frolics with his roving genius ſuit, 
On foreign theatres to proſtitute | 
His voice and honour, for the poor renown 14 
Of putting all the Grecian actors down, | 
And winning at a wake their parſley-crown, 
Let this triumphal chaplet find ſome place 
Among the other trophies of thy race; 
By the Domitii's ſtatues ſhall be laid 
The habit and the maſk in which you play'd 
Antigone's, or bold Thyeſtes' part, 
(While your wild nature little wanted art) 
And on the marble pillar ſhall be hung 
Ihe lute to which the Royal Madman ſung. 
Who, Catiline, can boaſt a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethegus's, and thine ? 
Yet you took arms, and did by night conſpire 
To ſet your houſes and our gods on fire. 
(An enterprize which might indeed become 


Our enemies, the Gauls, not ſons of Rome, 
5 5 


To recompenſe whoſe barbarous intent 
Pitch'd ſhirts would be too mild a puniſhment) : 
But Tully, our wiſe conſul, watch'd the blow, 


Tully, the humble muſhroom, ſcarcely known, | 
The lowly native of a country town 
(Who till of late could never reach the height 
Of being honour'd as a Roman knight), 5 
Throughout the trembling city plac'd a guard, 
Dealing an equal ſhare to every ward, 
And by the peaceful robe got more renown 


5 By victories at Actium, or the plain 
Of Theſſaly, diſcolour' d by the ſlain: 

: Him therefore Rome in gratitude decreed 

55 The Father of his Country, which he fred. 


TD In the ſame village born, firſt plow'd for 3 5 
is next advance was to the ſoldier's trade, 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the ſpade, 
His ſurly officer ne'er fail'd to crack 


| Yet he alone ſecur'd the tottering ſtate, | | 
5 Wichſtood the Cimbrians, and redeem'd our fate 8. 
So when the eagles to their quarry flew 
(Who never ſuch a goodly banquet knew) 
Only a ſecond laurel did adorn 
His colleague Catulus, though nobly born; > 
He ſpar'd the pride of the triumphal by. 
? But Marius won the Fo of the day, 
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With care diſcover'd, and diſarm'd the foe ; 


Within our walls, than young Octavius won 


Marius (another conſul we admire) 


His knotty cudgel on his tougher back: f 
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From a mean ſtock the pious Decii came, 
small their eſtates, and vulgar was their name; 
Yet ſuch their virtues, that their loſs alone 
For Rome and all our legions did atone ; 
Their country's doom they by their own retriev'd, 
Themſelves more worth than all the hoſt they ſav'd, 
The laſt good king whom willing Rome obey'd, 
Was the poor offspring of a captive maid; —_ 
Yet he thoſe robes of empire juſtly bore, 
Which Romulus, our ſacred founder, wore : 


Not for his father's merit, but his own, 
And reign'd, himſelf a family alone. 
When Tarquin, his proud ſucceſſor, was s quell'd, 

And with him Luſt and Tyranny expell'd, 
Ihe conſuls ſons (who, for their country's good, 
And to inhance the honour of their blood, 

| Should have aſſerted what their father won, : 
And, to confirm that liberty, have done 
Actions which Cocles might have wiſh'd his own; 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear, 

And what bold Clelia might with envy hear) 
Open'd the gates, endeavouring to reſtore 
Their baniſn'd king, and arbitrary power: 
Wbilſt a poor flave, with ſcarce a name, betray 4 
The horrid ills theſe well-born rogues had laid; 
Who therefore for their treaſon juſtly bore 
_ The rods and ax, ne'er us'd in Rome before. ; 
If you have ſtrength Achilles' arms to bear, 
And courage to ſuſtain ten cars war 3, 


Nicely he gain'd, and well poſſeſt the throne, 5 } 
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Though foul Therſites got thee, thou ſhalt be 
More lov'd by all, and more eſteem'd by me, 
Than if by chance you from ſome hero came, 
In nothing like your father but his name. 
HhHoaſt then your blood, and your long lineage Arch 
As high as Rome, and its great founders reach; 
| You ell find, in theſe hereditary tales, 
' Your anceſtors the ſcum of broken jails; 
And Romulus, your honour's ancient ſource, 


But a poor ſhepherd's boy, or ſomething worſe, 


HORACE. BOOK. in. ore vn. 
. M 1 2 A * E v. 


N EAR Molly, why ſo oft in tears? 
2 Why all theſe jealouſies and fears, 
For thy bold Son of Thunder? 
Have patience till we 've conquer'd France, : 
Thy cloſet ſhall be ſtor'd with Nantz ; |. 
=: "ME ladies like ſuch Plunder. 5 


I. 
Before Toulon thy yoke-mate lies, 4 
Where all the live- long night he — 
For thee in louſy cabin: 
| And though the Captain's. Chloe cries, | 
„ Tis I, dear Bully, pr'ythee * — 
He wil not let the drab i in. 


mn. Bn 


IMITATION OF HORACE. 219 
-— = 
But ſhe, the cunning'ſt jade alive, 
gays, tis the ready way to thrive, 
By ſharing female bounties : 
And, if he Il be but kind one night, 
| She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a knight, 
When ſhe is made a counteſs. 
{Then tells of ſmooth young pages whipp' d. 
| Calhier'd, and of their liveries ſripp'd; 
| Who late to peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 
With links, becauſe they would not drudge | 
0 Ti 0 fave their Lacaes longing. N 
| | NE Bk V. 5 
But Val the eunuch cannot be 
A colder cavalier than he, 
In all ſuch love- adventures 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, * 
8 Some Chriſtian care, and do not break | 
Your conjugal indentures. 


. 

Bellair! (who does not Bellair know? 
The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 
Gives out, he loves you dearly : 
And many a nymph attack'd with ſighs, 
And ſoft impertinence and noife, 
Full oft has beat a parley. 


VII. But, 
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VII. 
But, pretty turtle, when the blade 


Shall come with amorous ſerenade, 
Soon from the window rate him: 
But if reproof will not prevail, 
And he perchance attempt to ſeale, | 
_ Diſcharge Fe jordan at him. 


HORACE. BOOK IV. ODE Ix. 


X ERSES immortal as my bays I ſing. N 
When ſuited to my trembling ſtring: 
= When by ſtrange art both voice and ye 1 - 
Io make one pleaſing harmony. 
All poets are by their blind captain led, 
T For none e'er had the ſacrilegious pride 
Jo tear the welk plac'd laurel from his aged head. * 
Vet Pindar's rolling dithyrambic tide 
Hath ſtill this praiſe, that none preſume to fly 
5 Lake him, but flag too low, or ſoar too high. 
| Still does Steſichorus's tongue | 
Sing ſweeter than the bird which on it hung. 
 Anacreon ne'er too old can grow, 
Love ſrom every verſe does flow; 
Stil Sappho's ſtrings do ſeem to move, 5 
anti all her Et to love. = 


IL, Colle, 
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5 I. | 

Golden rings of flowing hair 

More than Helen did enſnare ; 
Others a prince's grandeur did admire, 
And, wondering, melted to deſire. 
Not only ſkilful Teucer knew 
T o direct arrows from the bended yew, 

Troy more than once did fall, 
| Though hireling gods rebuilt its nodding wall, . 

Was Sthenelus the only valiant he, 

A ſubject fit for laſting poetry? 
Was Hector that prodigious man alone, 
Who, to fave others lives, expos'd his own ? 
Was only he ſo brave to dare his fate, : 
And be the pillar of a tottering ſtate ? 
No; others bury'd in oblivion lie, 
As filent as their grave, 
| Becauſe no charitable poet gave 
_ Their well-deierved . 


III. | | 
Virtue with ſloth, and cowards with the brave, A 
Are level'd in th' impartial grave, | 
If they no poet have. : 
But I will lay my muſic by, 
And bid the mournful ſtrings in ſilence lie; 3 
Valeſs my ſongs begin and end with you, _ 
Jo whom my ſtrings, to whom my ſongs, are due, 

No pride does with your rifing honours grow, ; 
You meekly look on ſuppliant crowds below. — 
Gs a Should 
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© Your luſtre, great as theirs, finds no decay, 


fs, Others, like comets, viſit and away; 1 


We . call thoſe bleſt, 
Who are of largeſt tenements poet, | 
Wuhilſt ſwelling coffers break their owner's 8 reſt, 

More truly happy thoſe, who can 
| Govern that little empire, Man; ” : 


Who poiſon leſs than falſhood fear, 5 
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Should fortune change your happy ſtate, : 
| You could admire, yet envy not, the great. 
Your equal hand holds an unbias'd ſcale, 


Where no rich vices, gilded baits, prevail: 
| You with a generous honeſty deſpiſe 
: What all the meaner world ſo dearly prize: : 


Nor does your virtue diſappear, 
With the ſmall circle of one ſhort-liv'd year: 2 


Bridle their paſſions and direct their win 
Through all the glittering paths of charming il in; 
Wbo ſpend their treaſure freely as twas given 
5 By the large bounty of indulgent heaven; 3 
Who, in a fixt unalterable VV 
Smile at the doubtful tide of Fate, . 1 85 
And ſcorn alike her friendſhip and her hate; 1 


Loth to purchaſe life ſo dear; 


But kindly for their friend embrace cal Death, 
And ſeal their country” $ loy e with their (ng breath 
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TRANSLATION OF THE FOLLOWING 
VERSE FROM LUCAN. 


1 Vicrix cauſa Diis JRun; ſed victa Catoni.” | 


The Gods and Cato did in this Arie 
| They chooſe the ng. he the conquer d ſide, Ts 


To MR. EDMUND SMITH, | 


Mos. rarely it Common Fame, 
Unheeded let her praiſe or blame; ; 
As whimſies guide the goſſip tattles 
Of wits, of beauties, and of battles ; ; 
To-day the warrior's brow ſhe crowns, 
For naval ſpoils, and taken towns; 
To-morrow all her ſpite ſhe rallies, 
And votes the victor to the gallies, 
Nor in her viſits can ſhe ſpare 
The reputation of the fair. 
For inftance :—Chloe's bloom did boaſt 
A while to be the reigning toaſt ; 
Lean hectic ſparks abandon'd bohes, 
And in beer-glaſſes pledg'd to Chloe: 
What fops of figure did ſhe bring 
To the Front- boxes and the Ring? 
While nymphs of quality look ſullen, 

As breeding wives, or moulting pullen. 


HBleſt 
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Bleſt charmer me, till prying Fame 
Incog. to Miſs's toilet came; 
Where in the gally- pots ſhe ſpy'd „ 
Lilies and roſes, that defyr d = 
The froſt of age, with certain pickles 


They call—Coſmetics for the freckles : \ 
Away ſhe flew with what ſhe wanted, ( 
And told at Court that Chloe painted. | 
„Then who d on common Fame rely, þ 
«© Whoſe chief employment 's to decry ? | 

« A cogging, fickle, jilting _—_— . | 
As ever ply'd at fix in the Mall; Y 
Ihe father of all fibs begat her þ 
On ſome old newſman's fuſty daughter“ - 
O Captain! Taiſez-vous—'twere hard 4 
Hier novels ne'er ſhould have regard: ly 
One proof I Il in her favour give, þ 
Which none but you will diſbelieve. C 
When Phcabus ſent her to recite I 
LE The praiſes of the moſt polite, . 0 
| Whoſe ſcenes have been, in every age, = TOS Li 
TE The glories of the Britiſh ſflage; _ 5 A 
I ben ſhe, to rigid truth confin d. Wi 
Voour name with lofty Shakeſpeare join d In 
And, ſpeaking as the God directed, e 
The praiſe ſhe gave was unſuſpected. 8 : 
0 
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W H ENE' ER 1 wire, young Strephon cry dg 
Ye powers that o'er the nooſe preſide! 
Wit, beauty, wealth, and humour, gire, 
Or let me ſtill a rover live: . 
But if all theſe no nymph can ſhare, „„ 
And I 'm predeſtin'd to the ſnare, 1 as : 
| let mine, ye powers! be doubly fair. 

Thus pray'd the ſwain in heat of blood, 
Whilſt Cupid at his elbow ſtood ; | 

And twitching him, ſaid, Youth, be wiſe, | | 
Ak not impoffibilities: | 
A faultleſs make, a _— 

Humour and fortune never met : : 

But if a beauty you d obtain, 1 
Court ſome bright Phyllis of the brainz 
The dear idea Tong enjoy, 
Clean is the bliſs, and will not cloy. 

But truſt me, youth, for I'm ſincere, ; 

And know the ladies to a hair: 
Howe er ſmall poets whine upon "% 

In madrigal, and ſong, and ſonnet, 

Their beauty 's but a SPELL, to bring 

A lover to th' inchanted ring; 

Fre the ſack poſſet is digeſted, 

Or half of Hymen' s taper waſted, 


* This poem, with a few alterations, | is to be found in Fenton, 

lee Vol, XXXV.) under the title of T he Platonic Spell. N. 
5 

Vol. XVI. . . 
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Ihe winning air, the wanton trip, 
The radiant eye, the velvet lip, — 


From which you fragrant kiſſes ſtole, F 
And ſeem to ſuck her ſpringing ſoul— D 
"Theſe, and the reſt, you doated on, N 
Are nauſeous or infipid grown; L 

OA The SPEL1 diſſolves, the cloud is gone, Ry T 
3 And Sachariſſa turns to Joan, | e M 
LED nE Sie ba n 

UPON THE DEATH or TIBULLUS Ye 

r ROM o VI D. * 

IB We J fate, bewail'd with conſtant dew, Th 
Does, with the day, his mother's orief renew ; Or 
1 her ſon's death mov'd tender Thetis mind Ta 
oo To o ſwell with tears the waves, with ſighs the wind; Lin 
If mighty Gods can mortals ſorrow know, In 
And be the humble partners of our woe; Ho 

| Now looſe your treſſes, penſive Elegy, Ou 

| (Too well your office and your name agree) 

1 


Tibullus, once the j joy and pride of Fame, 
Lies now rich fuel on the trembling flame. 
Sad Cupid now deſpairs of conquering hearts, 
Throws by his empty quiver, breaks his darts; 3 
Eaſes his uſeleſs bows from idle ſtrings 
Nor flies, but humbly creeps with flagging wings, 
Jie wants, of which he robb'd fond lovers, reft, 
And wounds with furious hands his penſive hn: 
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Thoſe graceful curls which wantonly did flow, 
The whiter rivals of the falling ſnow, _ 
Forget their beauty, and in diſcord lie, 7 
Drunk with the fountain from his melting eye. 
Not more Eneas' loſs the boy did move; 
Like paſſions for them both, prove equal love. 
Tibullus' death grieves the fair goddeſs more, 
More ſwells her eyes, than when the ſavage boar 
Her beautiful, her lov'd Adonis tore. 1 
boets large ſouls heaven's nobleſt ſtamps do bear, 8 
(Poets, the watchful angels darling care :) 
Yet death (blind archer) that no difference knows, 
Without reſpect his roving arrows throws, 
Nor Phoebus, nor the Muſes? queen, could give 
Their ſon, their own prerogative, to live. | 
Orpheus, the heir of both his parents? ſkill, 
Tam'd wondering beaſts, and Death's more cruel will, 
Linus ſad ſtrings on the dumb lute do lie, 
In filence forc'd to let their maſter die. 
Homer (the ſpring to whom we poets. owe 
Our little all does in ſweet numbers flow) 
Remains immortal only in his fame, 
His works alone ſurvive the envious flame. 
In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we pra Far 
And needleſs victims prodigally pay, 
Worſhip their ſleeping Deities : yet Death 
vcorns yotaries, and ſtops the praying breath. 
0 hallow'd ſhrines intruding Fate will | come, 
und wag you. from the altar to the tomb. 
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228 'STEPNEY'S POEMS, 
Go, frantic poet, with deluſions fed, 


TS Think laurels guard your conſecrated bad,, 
No the ſweet maſter of your art 1s dead. 


What can we hope? ſince that a narrow ſpan 5 Sg 
Can meaſure the remains of thee, great man! _ 
The bold raſh flame that durſt approach fo nigh, 


Ahd ſee Tibullus, and not trembling die, ; | 


| Durſt ſeize on temples, and their gods defy, 
Fair Venus (fair ev'n in ſuch ſorrows) ſtands, 
Cloſing her heavy eyes with trembling hands: 5 

Anon, in vain, officiouſly ſhe tries 


Io quench the flame with rivers from her eyes, af 


His mother weeping does his eye-lids cloſe, 
5 And on his urn tears, her laſt gift, beſtows. 
His ſiſter too, with hair diſhevel'd, bears 
Tart of her mother's nature, and her tears. 
With thoſe, two fair, two mournful rivals come, 
And add a greater triumph to his tombs 
Both hug his urn, both his lov'd aſhes kifs, I 
And both contend which reap'd the greater bliſs, 
Thus Delia ſpoke (when ſighs no more could lat) 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures paſt; Rn 
When youth with vigour did for joy combine, 
< I was Tibullus' life, Tibullus mines 
% J entertain'd his hot, his firſt defire, 
And kept alive, till age, his active fre.” 
To her then Nemeſis (when groans gave leave), 
«© As I alone was lov'd, alone I II grieve: © : 
Spare your vain tears, Tibullus':heart-was mine, 
Cs: About my neck his aun did twine; 
6 J ſnatch 


oN THE- DEATH OF TIBULLUS. 229 


« T ſnatch'd his ſoul, which true to me did prove: 
« Age ended yours, death only Ropp'd my love.“ 
If any poor remains {ſurvive the flames, 

Except thin ſhadows, and more empty names; b; 

Free in Elyſium ſhall Tibullus rove, 

Nor fear a ſecond death ſhould croſs his love, 
There ſhall Catullus, crown'd with bays, impart 
To his far dearer friend his open heart: 

There Gallus (if Fame's hundred tongues all ly e) 
Shall, free from cenſure, no more raſhly die. 
Such ſhall our poet's bleſt companions be, 

And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 

But thou, rich urn, obey my ſtrict commands, 
Guard thy great charge from ſacrilegious hands. 
Thou, Earth, Tibullus- aſhes gently uſe, 

And be as ſolt and wy as | his . 
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ENGLISHED: FROM 8 GREEK. IDYLLIUM.. 
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RUIGUT e, Star! 1 Venn fix'd above 
To rale the happy realms of love; 

Who in-the dewy rear of day 

Advancing thy diſtinguiſh'd ray,. 

Doſt other lights as far out-ſhine 

As Cynthia's ſilver glories thine; 

Known by ſuperior beauty there, 

As much: as Taſtorella here. 
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Exert, bright ſtar, thy friendly light, 5 
And guide me through the duſky night; 
Defrauded of her beams, the Moon 
| Shines dim, and will be vaniſh'd ſoon. 5 | 
I would not rob the ſhepherd's fold; 
I ſeek no miſer's hoarded gold 
To find a nymph, I'm forc'd to ſtray, 
Who _ ſole whe heart 1 e 
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MR. PHILIPS'S DESIGNED DEDICATION 
| To 
THE SPLENDID SHILLING, 
— 


70 W. BROME, ESQ. OF EWITHINGTON, IN THE 
COUNTY OF HEREFORD. 


$1R, 


F. would be too tedious an undertaking at this time 3 


to examine the riſe and progreſs of Dedications. 
The uſe of them is certainly ancient, as appears both 


from Greek and Latin authors; and we have reaſon to 
believe that it was continued without any interruption 5 
till the beginning of this century, at which time, 
mottos, anagrams, and frontiſpieces being introduced, 


Dedications were mightily diſcouraged, and at laſt ab- 


dicated. But to diſcover preciſely when they were 
rcliored, and by whom they were frſt uſhered in, is a 
work that far tranſcends my knowledge; a work that 
can juſtly be expected from no other pen but that of 


your operoſe Doctor Bentley. Let us therefore at pre- 


ſent acquieſce in the dubiouſneſs of their antiquity, 
and think the authority of the paſt and preſent times a 
ſufficient plea for your patronizing, and my dedicat- 
ing this poem. Eſpecially ſince in this age Dedica- 
tions are not only faſhionable, but almoſt neceſſarß; 
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236 INTENDED DEDICATION. 


and indeed they are now ſo much i in vogue, that; 2 


book without one, is as ſeldom. ſeen as a bawdy- houſe 


without a Practice of Piety, or a poet with Money, 
Upon this account, Sir, thoſe who have no frie ends, 
dedieate to all good chriſtians; ſome to their book, 
fellers ; ſome, for want of a ſublunary patron, to the 

manes of a departed one. There are, that have de. 
dicated to their whores : God help thoſe hen- -pecked 
_ writers that have been forced to dedicate to their own 
wives! but while J talk ſo much of other mens pa- 
trons, I have forgot my own; and ſeem rather to 
make an eſſay on Dedications, than to write one, 


However, Sir, I preſume you will pardon me for 


that fault; and perhaps like me the better for ſaying | 


nothing to the purpoſe. * You,. Sir, are a' perſon 


more tender of other mens reputation than your own; 

and would hear every body commended but yourſelf, 
Should J but mention. your ſkill in turning, and the 
| compaſſion you ſhewed to my fingers ends when you 


gave me a tobacco-ſtopper, you would bluſh and be 
confounded with your juſt praiſes, How much more 
would you, ſhould I tell you what a progreſs you 


have made in that abſtruſe and uſeful language, the 
Saxon? Since, therefore, the recital of your excel- 
 Jencies would prove ſo tronbleſome, I ſhall offend 
your modeſty no longer. Give me leave to ſpeaka 
word or two concerning the poem, and I have done. 
Ihis poem, Sir, if we conſider the moral, the new. 


a nels of the — the "ny of i images, and the 


exadtneſs 
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ezzAneſs of the ſimilitudes that compoſe it, muſt 
be allowed a piece that was never equalled by the 
moderns or Ancients. The ſubject of the poem is 


my Felf, a ſubject never yet handled by any poets, | 


How fit to be handled by all, we may learn by thoſe 
fay divine commendatory verſes written by the ad- 
mirable Monfieur le Bog. Yet ſince I am the ſub- 


je, and the poet too, I ſhall ſay no more of it, 


let] ſhould ſeem vain-glorious. As for the moral, 
| have taken particular care that it ſhould lie in- 


| cognito, not like the ancients, who let you know at 
frt fight they deſign ſomething by their verſes. But 
here you may look a good while, and perhaps, after 
all, find that the paet has no aim or deſign, which 
muſt needs be a diverting ſurprize to the reader. 
What ſhall I ſay of the ſimiles, that are fo full of : 
geography, that you muſt get a Welſnman to un- 5 
derſtand them? that ſo raiſe our ideas of the things 5 
they are applied to? that are ſo extraordinarily quaint 
and well choſen that there's nothing like them? So 
that I think I may, without vanity, ſay, Avia Pieri- 


| dm peragro loca, c. Yet, however excellent this 
poem is, in the reading of it you will find a vaſt dif- 


ference between ſome parts and others; which pro- 
ceeds not from your humble ſervant's negligence, but 


diet, This poem was begun when he had little 
viduals, and no money, and was finiſhed when he 


had the misfortune at a virtuous lady's houſe to meet 
with both. But I hope, 3 in time, Sir, when hunger 


and 
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238 INTENDED DEDICATION, ge. 


and poverty ſhall once more be my companions, to- 
make amends for the defaults of this poem, by an 
eſſay on Minced Pies, which ſhall be devoted to you 
with all nan 7. 5 


$1 
| Your moſt obliged, 


And humble ferran, 


J. PHILIPS, 


THE 


Gt fs 


4 #539]: 


THE 


SPLENDID. SHILLING. 


«A BOT” Sing, heavenly Muſe! 
« T hings unattempted yet, in proſe or rhyme,” 
 Ahiilling, breeches, a and chimeras dire. : 


APPY the man, who, void of cares _ tre, 


In filken or in leathern purſe retains 

A Splendid Shilling: he nor hears with pain 
New oyſters cry'd, nor ſighs for chearful ale; 
But with his friends, when nightly miſts ariſe, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town-hall * repairs: 
Where, mindful of the nymph, whoſe wanton eye 
Transfix'd his ſoul, and kindled amorous flames, 2. 
3 or Phillis, he each circling glaſs 

Wiſheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile, he ſmokes, and laughs at merry tale, 
Ur pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 
But I, whom griping penury ſurrounds, 
And hunger, ſure attendant upon want, 
With (canty offals, and ſmall acid tif! 
Wretched repaſt !) my meagre corpſe ſuſtain: : 
Then ſolitary walk, or doze at home 
In Garret rite, and with a warming puff 


= Two noted alehe zuſes i in Oxford, 1700. 
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Regale chill'd fingers; or from tube as black 
As winter-chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming ſcent : - 
Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize, 
Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallador and Arthur, kings 

Full famous in romantic tale) when he „ 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceſtrian cheeſe, 

High over-ſhadowing rides, with a deſign 
To vend his wares, or at th' Aryonian mart, 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
| Yelip'd Brechinia, or where Vaga' s ſtream 

Encircles Ariconium, fruitful ſoil! 
| Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may v vie 
| With Maſſic, Setin, or renown'd Falern. 
'hus while my joyleſs minutes tedious flow, 


. With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 


Horrible monſter! hated by gods and men, 
To my atrial citadel aſcends, 
With vocal heel thrice thundering at my gate, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the FIR ſound. _ 
What ſhould T do? or whither turn ? Amaz oY 
Confounded, to the dark receſs 1 fly 5 
Of wood-hole; ſtrait my briſtling hairs act 
. hrough ſudden fear; a chilly ſweat bedews 5 
My ſhuddering limbs, and (wonderful to tell 99 
My tongue forgets her faculty of ſpeech; 
So horrible he ſeems! His faded bro = 
f 1 hg, Entrenchd 


- 


1d 
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Fitrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 
And ſpreading band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 
Dilaſtrous acts forebode; in his right hand 
Long ſcrolls of paper ſolemnly he waves, 
Vith characters and figures dire inſcrib'd, 
Crierous to mortal eyes; (ye gods, avert 


\ncther monſter, not unlike himſelf, 
gallen of aſpect, by the vulgar call 4 
A Catchpole, whoſe polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms, 
irt have endued: if he his ample palm 
Sould haply on ill-fated ſhoulder lay 
Ok debtor, ſtrait his body, to the touch 
Ubiquious (as whilom knights were 2 
To ſome inchanted caſtle is convey'd, 
Wiece gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 
ln durance ſtrict detain him, tall, in form 
Of money, Pallas ſets the captive free. : 
Beware, ye debtors! when ye walk, beware, 
* eircumſpect; oft with inſidious ken 
The caitiff eyes your ſteps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd touch. So ( poets ling} | 
Grimalkin, to domeſtic vermin ſworn 
a1 ererlaſting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brogding o'er a chinky 8 
Frotending her fell claws, to thoughtleſs mice 


dure ruin. So her diſembowel d web 
Vol. . R 


Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind him dak 
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Arachne, in a hall or kitchen, ſpreads 
\ Obvious to vagrant flies: ſhe ſecret ſtands 
Within her-woven cell ; the humming prey, 
Regardleſs of their fate, ruſh on the toils 
 Tuextricable, nor will aught avail = 
Their arts, or arms, or ſhapes of lovely hue; 


+ waſp inſidious, and the buzzing drone, 8 


And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, intangled in her ſnares, 
Uſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 
She towering flies to her expetied ſpoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws, the vital blood 
Drinks of reluRant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcaſes triumphant drags. 
So paſs my days. But, when nocturnal ſhades 
8 T his world invelop, and th? inclement air | 
Perſuades men to repel benumming froſts 


With pleaſant wines, and crackling blaze of wood; ä 


Mle, lonely ſitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight ule wal the joyous talk _ 
Of loving friend, delights; diftreſs'd, forlorn, 
Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 

5 Darkling I ſigh, and feed with diſmal thoughts 


My anxious mind; or ſometimes mournful verſe 


Indite, and ſing of groves and myrtle ſhades, . 


Or deſperate lady near a purling ſtrem, 

Or lover pendent on a willow-tree. 7 

| Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 1 
And reſtleſs wiſh, and rave; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes e L 


»- 


1 But 


| 
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hat if a ſlumber haply does invade 

My weary limbs, my fancy 's ſtill awake, 

Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 

Tipples imaginary pots of ale, | 

In vain ; awake I find the ſettled thirſt | 

dull gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe. OS = 1 
Thus do J live, from pleaſure quite debarr' d, þ 

Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays 

Mature, john-apple, nor the downy peach, 

Nor walnut in rough-furrow'd coat ſecure, 

Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay; 

Afictions great! yet greater fill remain: 

My Galligaſcins, that have long withſtood 

The winter's f ury, and encroaching froſts, 

y time ſabdued (what will not time ſubdue ') = 

An horrid chaſm diſclos'd with orifice 5 

Wide, diſcontinuous ; at which the winds 

Furus and Auſter, and the dreadful force 

Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 

Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 

Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught ſhip, 

Long all ſecure, or through thi Agean — : 

Or the Ionian, till cruifing nean 

The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous cruſh 

(n Scylla, or Charybdis (dangerous rocks!) 

die ſtrikes rebounding ; whence the OY oak, 

So fierce a ſhock unable to withſtand, | 

Admits the ſea; in at the gaping fide 

The crowding 1 waves * with impetuous rage, 


R 2 . Refilleſs, 


But 
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Reſiſtleſs, overwhelming ; : horrors ſeize | 

The mariners ; death in their eyes appears, 

They ſtare, they lave, they. pump, _ {wear, they | 
„ | 

(Vain efforts!) till the battering waves ruſh ; in, 

Implacable, till, delug'd by the foam, _ 

The ſhip ſinks foundering in the vaſt abyſs, 
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ROM low ad abject ae the groveling Muſe 
1 Now mounts aerial, to ſing of arms 

Triumphant, and emblaze the martial acts 

Of Britain's hero may the verſe not ſink 

beneath his merits, but detain awhile _ 

Thy car, O Harley * ! (though thy country 8 bea! 


Depends on thee, though mighty Anne requires 


Thy hourly counſels) fince, with ev ery art 
10 ſelf adorn'd, the mean eſſays of youth 
hou wilt not damp, but guide, wherey er found, 
The willing gentus to the Muſes? feat: _— L 
Therefore thee firſt, and laſt, the Mufſe-ſhall ng = 
Long had the Gallic monarch, uncontrol' d, | 
. d his borders, and of human force 
Cpponent lightly thought, in heart elate 
As erſt Seſoſtris (proud Egyptian king, | 
Mat monarchs harneſs'd to-his chariot yokt 
ale ſervitude !) and his dethron'd compeers 
Laſkt furious; they in ſullen majeſty 
Drew the analy load); nor leſs he aim'd 
At univerſal ſway: for William's arm 
Could nought avail, how ever fam'd in war; 


* This poem was | lnferibed to the Right Honourable Robert 
Harley, ſq; 1705, then Speaker of the Honourablc Houſe of 


Commons, ad Secretary of States 
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Nor armies leagu'd, that diverſly eſſay d 


To curb his power enormous; like an oak, 
That ſtands ſecure, though all the winds employ 
Their ceaſeleſs roar, and only ſheds its leaves, 
Or maſt, which the revolving ſpring reſtores: 
So ſtood he, and alone; alone defy'd 
The European thrones combin'd, and ſtill 
Had ſet at nought their machinations vain, 


But that great Anne, weighing th' events of war 
 Momentous, in her prudent heart, thee choſe, 


Thee, Churchill! to direct in nice extremes 
Her banner'd legions. Now their priſtine worth 
The Britons recolle&, and gladly change : 
Sweet native home for unaccuſtom'd air, 
And other climes, where different food and foil | 
Portend diſtempers; over dank, and dry, 
They journey toilſome, unfatigued with oy 
Of march, unſtruck with horror at the fight 


Of Alpine ridges bleak, high-fretching hills, 
All white with ſummer's ſnows. They go beyond 
The trace of Engliſh ſteps, where ſcarce the ſound | 


Of Henry's arms arriv'd ; ſuch ſtrength of heart 
Thy conduct and example gives; nor ſmall 

5 Encouragement: Godolphin, wiſe and juſt, 

| Equal in merit, honour, and ſucceſs, 

Jo Burleigh (fortunate alike to ſerve 
The beſt of Queens): he, of the royal ſtore 
Splendidly frugal, fits whole nights devoid _ 
Of ſweet repoſe, induſtrious to procure 
The ſoldier's eaſe ; to regions far remote 
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His care extends; and to the Britiſh hoſt 
Makes raviſh'd countries plenteous as their own... 
And now, O Churchill! at thy wiſht approach 
The Germans, hopeleſs of ſucceſs, forlorn, 
With many an inroad gor'd, their drooping cheer = 
New-animated rouze; not more rejoice 
| The miſerable race of men, that live 
Benighted half the year, benumm'd with froſts 
Perpetual, and rough Boreas' keeneſt breath, 
Under the polar Bear, inclement ſky! Pg 
When firſt the ſun with new-born light removes 
The long-incumbent gloom ; gladly to thee 
Heroic laurel'd Eugene yields the prime, 
Nor thinks jit diminution, to be rankt 
In military honour next, although 
His deadly hand ſhook the T urcheſtan throne 
Accurs'd, and prov'd in far-divided lands 
Victorious; on thy powerful ſword alone | 
Germania and the Belgic coaſt relies, 
Won from th' encroaching; ſea; that ſword great Anus 
Fix'd not in vain on thy puiſſant fide, 
When thee ſh' enroll'd her garter'd knights among, 
Illuttrating the noble liſt; her hand 
Aſſures good omens, and Saint George 8 worth 
Enkindles like deſire of high exploits. 
Immediate ſieges, and the tire of war, 
Koll in thy eager mind; thy plumy creſt 
Nods horrible; with more terrific port 
Thou walk'ft, and ſeem'ſt already in the fight, 
Wbat ſpoils, what conqueſts, then did Albicn hope 
R 4 | „ 


_ Refrain: Why halt ye. thus, ye Britons ? Why 
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From thy atchievements ! yet thou haſt ſurpaſt 
Her boldeſt vows;. exceeded what thy foes 
Could fear or fancy; they, in multitude 
_ Superior, fed their thoughts with proſpect vain 
Of victory and rapine, reckoning what 
From ranſom'd captives would accrue. Thus one 
Jovial his mate beſpoke : O friend, obſerve | 
How gay with all th' accoutrements of war 
The Britons come, with gold well fraught, they come 
| Thus far our prey, and tempt us to ſubdue | 
: Their recreant force; how will their bodies ſtript 
Enrich the victors, while the vultures ſate 
Their maws with. full repaſt Another, warm d 
With high ambition, and conceit of — 
Inherent, arrogantly thus preſum d. 
What if this ſword, full oſten drench'd i in blood | 
Ol baſe antagoniſts, with griding edge 
5 Should now cleave ſheer the execrable head 
Of Churchill, met in arms! or if this hand, 
Soon as his army diſarray'd ” gins ſwerve, ij 
Should ſtay him flying, with retentive gripe, 
Counfounded and appal'd ! no trivial price 
Should ſet him free, nor ſmall ſhould be my e 7 
I0 lead him fhackled, and expos'd to ſcorn 
Of gathering crowds, the Britons? boaſted chief, 
Thus they, in ſportive mood, their empty taunts 
And menaces expreſt; nor could their prince 
In arms, vain Tallard, from opprobrious ſpeech 8 


Pecline the war? Shall a moraſs forbid he 
„5 VF Your 
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Your eaſy march? Advance; we il bridge a way 
dale of acceſs. Imprudent, thus t' invite 15 

A furious lion to his folds! That boaſt i 
He ill abides; captiv'd, in other plight 
He ſoon reviſits Britany, that once 
Reſplendent came, with ftretcht retinue girt, 

And pompous pageantry ; O hapleſs fate, 

I any arm, but Churchill's, had prevail'd! 

No need ſuch boaſts, or exprobrations kalſe 

| Of cowardice ; the military mound 

The Britiſh files tranſcend, in evil hour 1 
For their proud foes, that fondly brav'd their fate. Wo 
And now on either fide the trumpets blew, 

signal of onſet, reſolution firm 

Inſpiring, and pernicious love of war. 

The adverſe fronts in rueful conflict meet, | 

Collecting all their might; for on th' event 

| Decifive of this bloody day depends 

The fate of kingdoms : : with-lefs vehemence 

The great competitors for Rome engag d, 

Criar, and Pompey, on Pharſalian plains, 

Where ſtern Bellona, with one final ſtroke, 

Adjudg'd the empire of this globe to one. 

| Here the Bavarian duke his brigades leads, 

| Gallant in arms, and- gaudy to behold, 

Bold champion ! brandiſhing his Noric blade, os 
belt-temper'd ſteel, ſucceſcleſs prov'd in field! _ 

Next Tallard, with his Celtic infantry 
Preſumptuous comes; here Churchill, not ſo prompt 
To aunt as fight, his hardy cohorts joins 


Wich 


With Eugene's German force. Now from each 
The brazen inſtruments of death diſcharge 
 Horrific flames, and turbid ſtreaming clouds 
Of ſmoke ſulphureous; intermixt with theſe 
Large globous irons fly, of dreadful hiſs, 
Singeing the air, and from long diſtance bring 
Surprizing ſlaughter ; on each fide they fly 
By chains connext, and with deſtructive ſweep 
Behead whole troops at once; the hairy ſcalps 
Are whirl'd aloof, while numerous trunks beftrew 
Th' enſanguin'd field: with latent miſchief ftor'd 
Showers of granadoes rain, by ſudden burſt 
Diſploding murderous bowels, fragments of feel, 5 
And ſtones, and glaſs, and nitrous grain aduſt; 
A thouſand ways at once the ſhiver'd orbs 


bh Fly diverſe, working torment, and foul rout 
Wich deadly bruiſe, and gaſhes furrow'd deep. 


Of pain impatient, the high-prancing ſteeds 
Diſdain the curb, and, flinging to and fro, 
Spurn their diſmounted riders; they expire 

Indignant, by unhoſtile wounds deftroy'd. 

Thus through each army death in various ; ſhapes 

Prevail' d; here mangled limbs, here brains and gore 

Lie clotted ; lifeleſs ſome : with anguiſh theſe _ 

Gnaſhing, and loud laments invoking aid, 

Unpity'd, and unheard; the louder din 

Of guns, and trumpets' clang, and ſolemn hind 

Of drums, o'ercame their groans. In equal ſcale 

Long hung the fight; few marks of fear were ſeen, 

None of retreat. As when two ad verſe winds, 
1 ho Sublim' 
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Sublim'd from dewy vapours, in mid-ſky . 
Engage with horrid ſhock, the ruffled brine 
| Roars ſtormy, they together daſh the clouds, 
Levying their equal force with utmoſt rage; 
Long undecided laits the airy ſtrife : 
do they incens d; till Churchill, viewing where 
The violence of Tallard moſt prevail'd, 
Came to oppoſe his Nlaughtering arm ; with ſpeed | 
 Precipitant he rode, urging his way | 
O'er hills of gaſping heroes, and fall'n ſteeds 
| Rolling in death: deſtruction, grim with blood, 
Attends his furious courſe. Him thus enrag'd, 
Deſcrying from afar, ſome engineer, - 
Dextrous to guide th' unerring charge, deſign 4 5 
By one nice ſnot to terminate the war. 
With aim direct the levell'd bullet flew, 
But miſs'd her ſcope (for Deſtiny withſtood 
Th' approaching wound) and guiltleſs plough'd her way 
Beneath his courſer ; round his ſacred head 
The glowing balls play innocent, while he 
With dire impetuous ſway deals fatal blows _ 
Amongſt the ſcatter'd Gauls. But O ! beware, 
Great warrior! nor, too prodigal of life, 
Expoſe the Britiſh ſafety : hath not Jove 
Already warn'd thee to withdraw ? Reſerve 
Thyſelf for other palms. Ev'n now thy aid 
Eugene, with regiments unequal preſt, 
Awaits ; this day of all his honours gain'd 
Deſpoils him, if thy ſuccour opportune 
Defends not t the ſad hour: Permit not thou 


80 


I] he hideous noiſe, What can they do? or how 
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80 brave a leader with the vulgar herd 
To bite the ground unnoted,—Swift, and fierce 
As wintery ſtorm, he flies, to reinforce 
The yielding wing; in Gallic blood again 
He dews his recking ſword, and ſtrews the ground 
With headleſs ranks (ſo Ajax interpos'd _ 8 
His ſevenfold ſhield, and ſcreen'd Laertes' fon, ESD 
For valour much, and warlike wiles, renown'd, 
When the inſulting Trojans urg'd him ſore 
With tiked ſpears) : unmanly dread invades. 

The French aftony'd ; {ſtrait their uſeleſs arms 
They quit, and in ignoble flight confide, 
Unſeemly yelling ; diſtant hills return 


VVT 


1 


Withſtand his wide-deſtroying ſword ? or where 
Find ſhelter, thus repuls'd ? Behind, with wrath 45 
Reſiſtleſs, th' eager Engliſh champions preſ, 
Chaſtiſing tardy flight; before them rolls 
is current ſwift, the Danube vaſt and deep, 
Supreme of rivers! to the frightful brink, 
Urg'd by compulſive arms, ſoon as they reacht, 
New borror chill'd their veins: devote they ſaw + 
Themſelves to wretched doom; with efforts vain, + 
Encourag'd by deſpair, or obſtinate 
To fall like men in arms, ſome dare renew 
| Feeble engagement, meeting glorious fate 
On the firm land; the reſt, diſcomfited, | 
And pulht by Marlborough” s avengeful hand, 
Leap plunging in the wide-extended flood, 
Bands numerous as the Memphian foldiery  - © 
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That {ell'd the Erythrzan wave, when wall'd 
The unfroze waters marvellouſly ſtood, 
Obſervant of the great command. Upborne 

By frothy billows thouſands float the ſtream | 

In cumbrous mail, with love of farther ſhore ; 
Confding. in their hands, that ſed'lous ſtrive 
Jo cut th' outrageous fluent: in this diſtreſs, 
FPr'n in the ſight of death, ſome tokens ſhew 

Of fearleſs friendſhip, and their ſinking mates 
Suſtain : vain love, though laudable ! abſorb'd 
By a fierce eddy, they together ſound 

The vaſt profundity ; their horſes paw _ - 
T he ſwelling ſurge with fruitleſs toil: ſurcharg' . 
And in his courſe obſtructed by large ſpoil, f 
The river flows redundant, and attacks 

The lingering remnant with unuſual tide; 

Then rolling back, in his capacious lap 

Ingults hele whole militia, quick immers'd. 

80 1 ſome ſweltering travellers retire 
To leafy ſhades, near the cool ſunleſs verge 

Of Paraba, Brazilian fiream ; her tail 

Of vaſt extenſion from her watery den, ö 
Agriſly Hydra ſuddenly ſhoots forth, 

Inſidious, and with curl'd envenom'd train 5 
Embracing horridly, at once the crew _ 

Into the river whirls: th' unweeting prey 
Entwiſted roars, th' affrighted flood eds. . 
Nor did the Britiſh de eee now ſurceaſe 
To gall their foes o'crwhelm'd.; full many felt 
n the moiſt clement a ſeorching death, 
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Pierc'd ſinking ; ſhrouded in a duſky cloud 
The current flows, with livid miſſive flames 
Boiling, as once Pergamean Xanthus boil'd, 
Inflam'd by Vulcan, when the ſwift-footed ſon 
Of Petens to his baleful banks purſued —_ 
The ſtraggling Trojans : nor lefs eager drove | 
Victorious Churchill his deſponding foes 
Into the deep immenſe, that many a league : 
Impurpled ran, with guſhing gore diftained. 
Thus the experienc'd valour of one man, 
Mighty in conflict, reſcued harraſs'd powers 
From ruin impendent, and th' afflicted throne | 
Imperial, that once lorded o'er the world, 
Suſtain'd. With prudent ſtay, he long defer'd 
The rough contention, nor would deign to rout 


An hoſt diſparted; when in union fim 
Embody d they advanc'd, collecting all 


Their ſtrength, and worthy ſeemed to be ſubdued: En 


He the proud boaſters ſent, with ſtern aſſault, 


Down to the realms of Night. The Britiſh ſouls, 


(A lamentable race!) that ceas'd to breathe, 
On Landen-plains, this heavenly gladſome air, 
Exult to ſee the crowding ghoſts deſcend 
Unnumber'd; well aveng'd, they quit the 1 - 
Of mortal life, and drink th' oblivious lake, 
Not fo the new inhabitants: they roam 
Erroneous, and diſconſolate; themſelves. 
Accuſing, and their chiefs, improvident 
Of military chance; when lo! they ſee, 


1 a the dun miſt, in s omg beauty freſh, BY 
Two 
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Two wy youths, that amicably walked 

Oer verdant meads, _ pleas'd, perhaps , revoly d 
Anna's late conqueſts ; * one, to empire born, 
Foregious Prince, whoſe manly childhood ſhew'd 
| His mingled parents, and portended joy 
Unſpeakable ; T thou, his aſſociate dear 

Once in this world, nor now by fate disjoin'd, 
Had thy preſiding ſtar propitious ſhone, s 
Should'it Churchill be! but Heaven ſevere cut ſhort 
Their ſpringing years, nor would this iſle ſhould boaſt 
Gifts ſo important! them the Gallic ſhades 
Surveying, read in either radiant look 

Marks of exceflive dignity and grace, 

| Dealighted; till, in one, their curious eye 

Niſcerns their great ſubduer's awful mien, 

| And correſponding features fear; to them 
Confuſion ! ſtrait the airy phantoms fleet, 

With headlong haſte, and dread a new purſuit, 
The image pleas'd with joy paternal ſmiles. 
Enough, O Muſe : the ſadly-pleaſing theme 
Leave, with theſe dark abodes, and re-afcend 

To breathe the upper air, where triumphs wait 
The conqueror, and ſav'd nations' joint acclaim. 
Hark! how the cannon, inoffenfive now, 
Gires figns of gratulation; ſtruggling crouds | 
From every city flow; with ardent gaze 

Fixt, they behold = Britiſh Guide, of fight 
Iaſatiate 3 whilſt his great redeeming hand 


* Duke of Glouceſter Li mages of Blandford. 
Fach 
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Each prince affects to touch reſpectful. See 
How Pruflia's King tranſported entertains 
His mighty gueft! to him the royal pledge, 

Hope of his realm, commits (with better fate, 

Than to the Trojan Chief Evander gave 
VUnhappy Pallas and intreats to ſhew _ 

The {kill and rudiments auſtere of war. 
See, with what joy, him Leopold declares 
His great Deliverer ; and courts t' — 
Of titles, with ſuperior modeſty 
Better refus d! Meanwhile the kaughty King. | 
Far humbler thoughts now learns : deſpair, and fear, 

Now fir{ he feels; his laurels all at once 
Torn from his aged head in lite's extreme, 1 
Diſtract his ſoul ! nor can great Boileau's harp | 

Of various-ſounding wire, beſt ang to calm 
Whatever paſſion, and exalt the ſoul 

With higheſt ſtrains, his languid foirits cheer: 
Rage, ſhame, and grief, alternate in his breaſt, 

But who can tell what pangs, what ſharp remorſe, 
Torment the Boian prince ? from native ſoil 

Exil'd by fate, torn from the dear embrace 
Of weeping conſort, and depriv'd the ſight 
Of his young guiltleſs progeny, he ſeeks 
| Inglorious ſhelter, in an alien land; 
 Deplorable : ! but that his mind e 


Jo right, and inſincere, would violate a = ee, * 
His plighted faith: why. did he not accept 1 1 
Friendly compoſure offer'd ? or well weigh . j 


With whom he muſt contend 2 encountering. fierce 
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The Soly mean Sultan, he o'erthrew | 
lis moony troops, returning bravely ſmear'd 
With Painim blood effus'd ; nor did the Gaul 
Not find him once a baleful foe : but when, 
(f counſel raſh, new meaſures he purſues, 
Unbappy Prince! (no more a Prince) he ſees 
Too late his error, forc'd t' implore relief 
0f him, he once defy'd. O deftitute 
of hope, unpity'd ! thou ſhould'ſt firſt have thought | 
Of perſevering ſtedfaſt; now upbraid 
Thy own inconſtant, ill-aſpiring heart. 
Lo! how the Noric plains, through thy Jefault 
Rik hilly, with large piles of ſlaughter'd knights, 
get men, that warr'd {till firmly for their prince 
Though faithleſs, and unſhaken duty ſhew'd; 
Worthy of better end. Where cities ſtood, 
Well fenc'd and numerous, deſolation reigns, 
And emptineſs, diſmay'd, unfed, unhous'd; 
The widow and the orphan ſtrole around : 
The deſert wide; with oſt-retorted eye 
They view the gaping walls, and poor remains 
Of manſions, once their own (now loathſome haunts 
Of birds obſcene), bewailing loud the loſs 
Of ſpouſe, or fire, or ſon, ere manly prime, 
Skin in fad conſlict, and complain of fate 
partial, and too rigorous; nor find —_ 

pere to retire themſelves, or where appeaſe 

Ti! afflictive keen deſire of food, expos'd 

To winds, and ſtorms, and jaws of ſavage beaſts,” 
Thrice happy Albion! from the world d15join” d. 
Vor. X VU. $ By 
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By Heaven propitious, bliſsful ſeat of pence ! 
Learn from thy neighbours miſeries to prize 
Thy welfare; crown'd with Nature's choiceſt gilt. 
Remote thou hear'ſt the dire effect of war, 
Depopulation, void alone of fear _ 
And peril, whilſt the diſmal ſymphony 
Of drums and clarions, other realms er 
ITh' Iberian ſceptre undecided, here 
Engages mighty hoſts in waſteful ſtrife : | 
From different climes the flower of path deſcends, | 
Down to the Luſitanian vales, -refoly'd _ 
With utmoſt hazard to enthrone their prince, | 
Gallic or Auſtrian ; havoc dire enſues, 
And wild uproar : the natives dubious whom 
Ihey muit obey, in conſternation wait, 
Till rigid conqueſt will pronounce their 980 . 
Nor is the brazen voice of war unheard _ 


on the mild Latian ſhore: what ſighs d tears Tl 
4 Hath Eugene caus'd} how many widows curſe 
His cevving faulcheon ! fertile ſoil in vain; | ; = | 


What do thy paſtures, or thy vines avail, F 
| Beſt boon of Heaven! or huge Na cloath'd. 10 
With olives, when the cruel battle mows n 
The planters, with their harveſt immature! . | 
See, with what outrage from the froſty north, 


Fan 
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The early-valiant Swede draws forth his wings = ki 

In battailous array, while Volga's tream WM 

Sends oppoſite, in ſhaggy armour clad, = © 

; Her borderers on mutual laughter bent, - „ 

| They rend their countries. How 3 is Poland rent _ | 
ö „„ 10 
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ſſith civil broils, while two elected kings 

Contend for ſway ? unhappy nation, left 

Thus free of choice! The Engliſh, undiſturb'J | 

Wick ſuch fad privilege, ſubmiſs obey — | 

Whom Heaven ordains ſupreme, with reverence due, 5 

Not thraldom, in fit liberty ſecure : 

From ſcepter'd kings, in long deſcent deriv' d, 

Thou, Anna, ruleſt; prudent to promote 

Thy people's eaſe at home, nor ſtudious leſs 

f Europe's good; to thee, of kingly right, 

Ole arbitreſs, declining thrones, and powers 

due for relief; thou bid'ſt thy Churchill go, 

Sccour the injur'd realms, defeat the hopes 

Of haughty Louis, unconfin'd ; he goes 

(bſequious, and the dread command fulfils, 

ſn one great day, Again thou giv'ſt in charge 

To Rooke, that he ſhould let that monarch know, 

The empire of the ocean wide diffus eg 

b thine ; behold ! with winged ſpecs he rides 

Uodaunted o'er the labouring main t' aſſert 

Tay liquid Kingdoms; at his near approach. 

The Gallic navies impotent to bear 

His volly'd thunder, torn, diflever'd, ſeud, 

And bleſs the friendly interpoſing night. 

Hail, mighty Queen! reſerv'd by Fate to grace 

The new-born age: what hopes may we conceive. 

0! future years, when to thy early reign 

deptune ſubmits his trident, and thy arms 

Already have prevail'd to th' utmoſt bound 

n. Calpe, by Alcides fixt, „ 
= Mountain 
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Mountain ſublime, that caſts a ſhade of length 

Immeaſurable, and rules the inland waves! 
Let others, with inſatiate thirſt of rule, 

| Invade their neighbours lands, neglect the ties 
Of leagues and oaths; this thy peculiar praiſe 
Be ſtill, to ſtudy right, and quell the force 
Of kings perfidious ; let them learn from thee 

That neither ſtrength, nor policy refin'd, 


K - "IM 
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Thou, with thy own content, not for thyſelf, 
Subdueſt regions, generous to raiſe 
The ſuppliant knee, and curb the rebel neck. 
The German boaſts thy conqueſts, and enjoys | 
The great advantage; nought to thee redounds . | 
5 0 ſatisfaction from thy conſcious mind. 
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To Of peace thou reign'ſt, and victory attends | 


Europe embroil'd ; ſtill thou (for thou lone” 
| Sufficient art) the jarring kingdoms ire, 
| Reciprocally ruinous ; ſay who 
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Shall with ſucceſs be crown'd, where juſtice fails, 7 


| Auſpicious Queen! fince in thy. realms, ſecure | 


Thy diſtant enſigns, with compaſſion view 


TT” n 
Shall wield th' Heſperian, who the Poliſh face; RB 
By thy decree ? the trembling lands ſhall hear . 


Thy voice, obedient, leſt thy ſcourge ſhould bruiſe 
Their ſtubborn necks, and Churchill, in his wrath, | 
Make them remember Blenheim with regret. 


Thus ſhall the nations, aw'd to peace, extol 


- Thy power, and juſtice: Jealouſies and n. 
And Hate infernal baniſh'd, ſhall retire 
_ To Mauritania, or the Bactrian coaſts, 
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0; Tartary, engendering diſcords feln 

knongſt the enemies of truth; while arts 

packe, and inviolable love, 

fhuriſh in Europe. Hail, Saturnian days 

Returning { in perpetual tenor run | 

Delectable, and ſhed your influence ſweet 

(1 victuous Anna's head: ye happy days, 

y her reſtor d, her juſt deſigns complete, | 

And, mildly on her ſhining, bleſs the world ! 75: 4 l 
Thus, from the noiſy world exempt, with eaſe —_ 

hid plenty bleſt, amid the mazy groves, 

(Sweet ſolitude !) where warbling birds provoke _ 

The filent Muſe, delicious rural feat _ = 

Of St. John, Engliſh Memmius, I preſum'd 

To fing Britannic trophies, inexpertt 

Of war, with mean attempt; while he intent 

9 Anna's will ordains) to expedite 

His military charge “, no leiſure finds 

To firing his charming ſhell : but when return 4 

Conſummate Peace ſhall rear her chearful head; 

Then ſhall his Churchill, in ſublimer verſe, 

For ever triumph; lateſt times ſhall learn 

from ſuch a Chief to fight, and Bard to ſing... 


. was then Secretary of War. - 
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AD HENRICUM ST. Jon N, AR MC. ug, 


2 O Qui ecifs finibus Indicis | 
_ VW Benignus herbæ, das mihi divitem 


 Haurire ſuccum, et ſauveolentes 
Sæpe tubis iterare fumos; 


| Qui ſolus acri reſpicis aſperum 
Siti palatum, proluis et mero, 
Dulcem elaborant cui ſaporem 


Heſperii pretiumque, ſoles: . 


Fequid reponam muneris omnium 


Exors bonorum? prome recondirar, 


Pimplæa, carmen, deſidẽſue 
Ad numerosz age, tende chordas, 1 


Ferri ſecundo mens avet impetu, 

Qua eygniformes per liquidum æthera, 80 
le, diva, vim præbente, vates _ 
Explicuit venuſinus alas: 


Salers modorum, ſeu puerum trucem, 
Cum matre flava, ſeu caneret roſas 
Et vina, cyrrhæis Hetruſcum 
Kite beans equitem ſub antris. 


At non Lyzi vis generofior 
Affluxit illi; ſæpe licet cadum 


Jactet Falernum, ſæpe Chiæ 
Munera, lrutiamque teſtæ. 


Patronu 
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patronus illi non fuit artium 
Celebriorum ; ſed nec amantior 
Nec charus æquè. O! gue medullas 
Flamma ſubit, tacitoſque ſenſus ! 
Pertentat, ut tẽque et-tua munera 
Gratus recordor, mercurialium 
Princeps virorum ! et ipſe Muſæ 
Cultor, et uſque colende Muſis! 
ded me minantem grandia deficit 
Receptus Xgre ſpiritus, ilia 
Dum pulſat ima, ac inquietum 
-P uſſis agens fine more cond 


% 


Als petito quaſſat anhelitu; BE 

Funeſta planè, ni mihi balſamum 
Diſtillet in venas, tuæque 
Lenis opem ferat hauſtus u v. 


lane ſumo, parcis et tibi poculis 

Libo ſalutem; quin precor, optima | 
Ut uſque conjux ſoſpitetur, ; 
Perpetuo recreans amore. 


Te conſulentem militiæ ſ uper 

Rebus togatum. Mate! tori decus, 
Formoſa cui Franciſca ceſſit, 
Crine placens, niveoque collo ! 


Quam Gratiarum cura decentium 
0! labellis cui Venus inſidet! 
Tu forte felix: me Maria 
 Macerat (ah miſerum !) videndo : 5 
84 Maria, 
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Maria, quæ me ſidereo tuens 
Obli qua vultu per medium jecur 
Trajecit, atque excuſſit omnes 


Protinus ex animo puellas. 


Hanc ulla mentis ſpe mihi mutuæ 
Utcunque deſit, nocte, die vigil 
Suſpiro; nec jam vina ſomnos 


Nec revocant, tua dona, fumi. 


70 HENRY ST. JOHN, ESQUIRE, 1706 *. 


\ Thou : fora India's fraleful ſoil, | 
That doſt that ſovereign herb + prepare, 


In hoſe rich fumes I loſe the toil. 
Of life, and every anx1ous care : 
While from the fragrant lighted bowl | 

| ſack new life 1 into 1 ſoul. 


Thou, only thou! art kind to view 
The parching flames that I ſuſtain ; 
Which with cool draughts thy caſks ſubdue, 
And waſh away the thirſty pain 
With wines, whoſe ſtrength and taſte we prize, 
From Latian ſuns and nearer ſkies. 


0! fay, to bleſs thy pious lows, 
What vows, what offerings, ſhall I bring! > 
Since I can ſpare, and thou approve, 
No other gift, O hear me ſing! 
In numbers Phœbus does inſpire, 
Nho firings: for thee the charming lyre. 


* This piece was i wrinllated by the Reverend Thomas New- 


comb, M. A. of Corpus Obrißti * Oxon. 
t Tobacco, | 
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Aloft, above the liquid ky, 


I iiretch my wing, and fain would go 


Where Rome's ſweet ſwain did whilom fly : 


And ſoaring, left the clouds below; ; 
The Muſe invoking to endue 


| With ſtrength his pintons, 25 he flew, A 


W hether he ſings great Beauty's praiſe, 
Love's gentle pain, or tender woes 
Or chooſe, the ſubject of his lays, _ 
The bluſhing grape, or blooming roſe : 
Or near cool Cyrrha's rocky ſprings 
M.xæcenas liſtens while he ſings. 


. vet he no nobler draught could boaſt, 
His Muſe or mukic to inſpire, 

- Though all Falernum's purple coaſt 
Flow'd in each glaſs, to lend him fire; J 


| And on his tables us'd to ſmile 


Ihe vintage of rich Chio' s iſle. 


Bo Mæcenas deign” d to hear his ſongs, 


His Muſe <xtoll'd, his voice approv' d: 


To thee a fairer fame belongs, „„ 
At once more pleaſing, more belov'd. 


Oh! teach my heart to bound its flame, 


As I record thy love and fame. 


5 Teach me the paſſion to reſtrain, 
As 1 my grateful homage bring; 
| And laſt in Phœbus' humble train, 
- 00 firſt and ee e ag 


he 


Pa) 
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The Muſes favourite pleas' d to liv e 
Paying them back _ fame my give, : 


But oh! as a I Ae 

Jo tell my love, to ipeak thy praiſe, 
Boaſting no more its ſprightly fire, 

85 My boſom | heaves, my voice decays; 
With pain I touch the mournful 9 
on pant and langurld's as I as 


Fine Wine now fads that breath, 
That feebly ſtrives thy worth to ſing! 

And would be huſh'd, and loſt in death, 

Did not thy care kind ſuccours bring! 

Thy pitying caſks my foul ſaſtain, © 

: And call new lite 1 W vein. 15 


| The ſober olaſs I now behold, 


Thy health, with fair Franciſca's Join, 


Wiſhing her cheeks may long unfold 
buch beauties, and be ever thine ; j 
No chance the tender joy remove, 


. The e can Tante and chou canſt love. 


Thus while by you the Britiſh arms 
Triumphs and diſtant fame purſue; 
; The vielding Fair reſigns her charms, 
And gives you leave to conquer too; 
Her inowy neck, her breaſt, her eyes, 
And all the nymph becomes your prize. 


What 


268 J. PHILIPS'S POEMS. 


What coltichy grace, what beauty miles! 
pon her lips what ſweetneſs dwells! 
Not Love himſelf ſo oft beguiles, 
Nor Venus ſelf ſo much excels. 
What different fates our paſſions ſhare, 
While you enjoy, and I deſpair! - 


* Maria- 8 form as I ſarrey, 
Her ſmiles a thouſand wounds i impart ; 
: Each feature ſteals my ſoul away, | 


Each glance deprives me of my heart ! 


And chaſing thence each other Fair, 
15 Leaves her © own Hg only there, 


Although my anxious breaſt deſpair, : 


And ſighing, hopes no kind return; = 


Yet, for the lov'd relentleſs Fair, 
Buy night I wake, by day I burn! 


on Nor can thy gifts, ſoft Sleep, ſupply, 6 


| Or ſooth my Pains, or cloſe my es. | 


„ Miſs Mary Meers, daughter of the late Principal of Brazen 
Noſe r Oxon. Ce. | 
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IN TWO BOOKS. 


| «6. ——Honos erit huic quoque Pomo?” VIC. 


BOOK I. 


H AT foil the apple . what care is due 
'V To orchats, timelieſt when to preſs the fruits, 
Thy 1105 Pomona, in Miltonian verſe 
Adventurous I preſume to ſing; of verſe 
Nor ſkill'd, nor ſtudious: but my native ſoil 
lavites me, and the theme as yet unſung, 

Ye Ariconian knights, and faireſt dames, 
To whom propitious Heaven theſe bleſſings grants, 
Attend my lays, nor hence diſdain to learn, 
How Nature's gifts may be improv'd by art. 
And thou, O Moſtyn, whoſe benevolence, 
And candor, oft experienc'd, me vouchſaf'd 
To knit in friendſhip, growing ſtill with years, 
Accept this pledge of - gratitude and love. 
May it a laſting monument remain 
Of dear reſpect; that, when this body frail 
Is Walder | into ag and 1 become 150 


+: 
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AsI had never been, late times may know 

"I, once was bleſs'd in ſuch a matchleſs friend ! 
 Whoe'er expects his labouring trees ſhould bend 
With fruitage, and a kindly harveſt yield, 
Be this his firſt concern, to find a tract 
Impervious to the winds, begirt with hills. 
That intercept the Hyperborean blaits 
Tempeituous, and cold Eurus' nipping force, 


Noxious to feeble buds : but to the weſt 


Let him free entrance grant, let Zephyrs bland 
Adminiſter their tepid genial airs; 
 Nought fear he from the weſt, whoſe grail warmth 
Diſcloſes well the earth's all-teeming womb, 
Invigorating tender ſeeds; whoſe bach 1 
Nurtures the Orange, and the Citron groves, ” 
| Heſperian fruits, and wafts their odors ſweet _ 
Wide through the air, and diſtant ſhores perfumes. 
Nor only. do the hills exclude the winds: 


But when the blackening clouds in ſprinkling ſhowers 


'Diſtil, from the high ſummits down the rain 


Runs trickling ; with the fertile moiſture eber d, BY 


Ihe Orchats ſmile ; joyous the farmers. fee 
Their thriving plants, and bleſs the heavenly deu. 
Next let the planter, with diſcretion meet, 
The force and genius of each ſoil explore; 
Jo what adapted, what it ſhuns averſe: 
Without this neceſſary care, in vain 
He hopes an apple- vintage, and invokes. 
Pomona's aid in vain, The miry fields, 
Rejoicing > in rich mold, moſt ample fruit 


po” 


By ſnew of friendſhip, and pretended love! 
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Of beauteous form produce; pleaſing to fight, 
Put to the tongue inclegant and flat. 
o Nature has decreed: fo oft we fee 
Men paſſing fair, in outward lineaments 
7laborate ; leſs, inwardly, exact, 
Nor from the fable ground expect eden 
Nor from cretaceous, ſtubborn and jejune; 
The Muſt, of pallid hue, declares the ſoil 
Deroid of ſpirit; wretched he, that quaffs 
Such wheyiſh liquors ; oft with colic pangs, 
With pungent colic pangs diſtreſs'd he'll roar, 


And toſs, and turn, and curſe th' unwholſome draught. _ 


But, farmer, look where full-ear'd ſheaves of rye 
Grow wavy on the tilth, that ſoil ſelect 


| For apples ; thence thy induſtry ſhall gain 


Ten-fold reward; thy garners, thence with ſtore £ 
Surcharg'd, ſhall burſt : thy preſs with pureſt juice 
dnall flow, which, in revolving years, may try 
Thy feeble feet, and bind thy faltering tongue. 
Such is the Kentchurch, ſuch Dantzeyan ground, 
duch thine, O learned Brome, and Capel ſuch, 
Willifian Burlton, much-lov'd Geers his Marih, 
And Sutton-acres, drench'd with regal blood 

Of Ethelbert, when to th' unhallow'd E 


Of Mercian Offa he i inv ited came, 


To treat of {pouſals : long connubial joys © 

He promis'd to himſelf, allur'd by fair 

Elfrida's beauty; but deluded dy'd _ : 
In height of hopes——oh ! hardeſt fate, to fall 
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272 
I nor adviſe, nor reprehend the choice 

Of Marcley-hill ; the apple no where finds 

A kinder mold: yet 'tis unſafe to truſt | 

Deceitful ground: who knows but that, once more, 

This mount may journey, and, his preſent ſite 
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Forſaking, to thy neighbour's bounds transfer 
The goodly plants, affording matter ſtrange 
For law-debates * ? if therefore thou incline 
To deck this riſe with fruits of various taſtes, ; 
Fail not by frequent vows t' implore ſucceſs; _ 
Thus piteous Heaven may fix the wandering glebe, 
But if (for Nature doth not ſhare alike 
Her gifts) an happy ſoil ſhould be W 
If a penurious clay ſhould be thy lot, 
Or rough unwieldy earth, nor to the 8 
Nor to the cattle kind, with ſandy ſtones 
; And gravel o'er-abounding, think it not 
Beneath thy toil; the ſturdy pear-tree here 
Will riſe luxuriant, and with tougheſt root 
= February the ſeventh, 1571, at fix o'clock in the evening, 
this hill rouſed itſelf with a roaring noiſe, and by ſeven the next 
morning had moved forty paces ; it kept moving for three days 
: together, carrying with it ſheep in their cotes, hedge-rows and 
trees, and in its paſſage overthrew Kinnaſton Chapple, and turned 
two highways near an hundred yards from their former poſition, 
The ground thus moved was about twenty-ſix acres, which opened 
Itſelf, and carried the earth before it for four hundred yards ſpace, 
leaving that which was paſture in the place of the tillage, and 


the tillage overſpread with paſture, See Speed's Account of He- 
| refordſhire, page 49, and Camden $ ae 8 | 


Pierce 


Pierce the obſtruRing orit, and reſtive marle. 


Thus nought is uſeleſs made; nor is there land, 


But what, or of itſelf, or elle compell'd, 
Affords advantage. On the barren heath 


| The ſhepherd tends his flock, that daily crop 


Their verdant dinner from the moſſy turf, 


Sufficient ; after them the cackling gooſe, 


Cloſe-grazer, finds wherewith to eaſe her want. 
What ſhould I more? Ev'n on the cliffy height 
Of Penmenmaur, and that cloud-piercing hill, 
plinlimmon, from afar the traveller kens 


Aftoniſh'd, how the goats their ſhrubby browze 


Gnaw pendent ; nor untrembling canſt thou ſee, 
How from a ſcraggy: rock, whoſe prominence | 
Half overſbades the ocean, hardy men, 
Fearleſs of rending winds, and daſhing waves, 
Cut ſamphire, to excite the ſqueamiſh guſt 

Of pamper'd luxury, Then, let thy ground 


Not lye unlabor'd; if the richeſt ſtem 5 
Reſuſe to thrive, yet who would doubt to plant 


Some what, that may to human uſe redound, 
And penury, the worſt of ills, remove? 


There are, who, fondly ſtudious of increaſe, 


Rich foreign mold on their ill-natur'd land 
Induce 8 and with fattening muck 
Beſmear the roots; in vain! the nurſling grove 
Seems fair a while, cheriſh'd with foſter earth: > 
But when the alien compolt 1 is exhauſt, 


It's ne Poverty again prevails, 5 
Vet VI. F. 
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Though this art fails, defpond not ; little pains, «| 


3 PHILIPS'S POEMS, 


In a due hour employ'd, great profit yield. 


The induſtrious, when the Sun in Leo rides, 
And darts his ſultrieſt beams, portending drought, 


Forgets not at the foot of every plant 
To fink a circling trench, and daily pour 
A juſt ſupply of alimental ftreams, 


TS Exhauſted ſap recruiting ; elſe falſe hopes 


He cheriſhes, nor will his fruit expect 


Th autumnal ſeaſon, but, in ſummer's pr de 
When other orchats ſmile, abortive fail. _ 


Thus the great light of heaven, that in his courſ 


Survens and quickens all things, often proves 
Noxious to planted fields, and often men 
Perceive his influence dire; ſweltering they run 
Jo grots, and caves, and the cool umbrage ſeek. 


Of woven arborets, and oft the rills 
Still ſtreaming freſh reviſit, to allaß 
Thirſt inextinguiſhable : but if the ſpring 
Preceding ſhould be deſtitute of rain, 

Or blaſt ſeptentrional with bruſhing wings 


Sweep up the ſmoky miſts, and vapours damp, 


Then woe to mortals ! Titan then exerts 
| His heat intenſe, and on our vitals preys; 


Then maladies of various kinds, and names 
Unknown, malignant fevers, and that foe 


To blooming beauty, which imprints the face 


Of faireſt nymph, and checks our growing love, 


Reign far and near; grim Death in different ſhapes 
5 . the ent thouſands fall . 


His 


( 
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is victims; youths, and virgins, in their flower, 
geluctant die, and fighing leave their loves 
Unfiniſh'd, by infectious heaven deſtroy'd. 

Such heats prevail'd, when fair Eliza, laſt 3 
Of Winchcomb's name {next thee in blood and worth, 
0 faireſt St. John J) left this toilſome world 
In beauty's prime, and ſadden'd all the year: 
Nor could her virtues, nor repeated vows _ 
Of thouſand lovers, the relentleſs hand 
Of Death arreſt ; ſhe with the vulgar fell, 

Only diftinguiſh'd by this humble verſe, | 

But if it pleaſe the ſun's intemperate force 
To know attend; whilſt I of ancient fame 
The annals trace, and image to thy mind, 

How our fore-fathers,. (luckleſs men !) ingulfe 
By the wide-yawning earth, to Stygian ſhades. 
ent quick,, in one ſad ſepulchre inclos'd.. 

In elder days, ere yet the Roman VIEW 
Victorious, this our other world ſubdued, 

A ſpacious city ſtood, with firmeſt walls 


dure mounded, and with numerous turrets crown wa, 


Aerial ſpires, and citadels, the ſcat 

Of Kings,. and heroes reſolute in war, 
Fam'd Ariconium: uncontrol'd and free, 
Till all-ſubduing Latian arms prevail'd. 
Then alſo, though to foreign yoke ſubmiſs, 


She undemoliſn'd Rood, and ev'n till now 


Perhaps had ſtood, of ancient Britiſh art 

A pleaſing monument, not leſs admir'd 

Than what from Attic, or Etruſcan hands. „ 
0 | VV Aroſe; 
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Arxoſe; had not the heavenly Powers averſe 
Decreed her final doom: for now the fields 
Labour'd with thirſt; Aquarius had not ſhed 
His wonted ſhowers, and Sirius parch'd with heat 
Solſtitial the green herb: hence gan relax 
The ground's contexture, hence Tartarian 
Sulphur, and nitrous ſpume, enkindling fierce, 
HBellow'd within their darkſome caves, by far 
More diſmal than the loud diſploded roar + 
Of brazen enginry, that ceaſeleſs ſtorm 
The baſtion of a well- built city, deemd 
Impregnable: th' infernal winds, till now 
Cloſely impriſon'd, by Titanian warmth 
Dilating, and with unctuous vapours fed, 


= Diſdain'd their narrow cells; and, their ful un 
Collecting, from beneath the ſolid maſs 


Upheav'd, and all her caſtles rooted deep 
Shook from their loweſt ſeat: old Vaga's N 
Forc'd by the ſudden ſhock, her wonted track 
Forſook, and drew her humid train aſlope, 


Crankling her banks: and now the lowering ky, . 


And baleful lightning, and the thunder, voice 
Of angry Gods, that rattled ſolemn, diſmaid 


I be finking hearts of men. Where ſhould they tum 
Diſtreſs'd? whence ſeek for aid? when from below - 
Hell threatens, and ev'n Fate ſupreme gives ligns - 


Of wrath and deſolation ? vain were vows, 


And plaints, and ſuppliant hands to Heaven ereft! ; 


Vet ſome to fanes repair'd, and humble rites 


Perform'd to Thor, and Woden, . fabled: gods, 


Ee Thee EDS Ab ny SEE oy Y 
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Who with their votaries in one ruin ſhar'd, 

Cruſh'd, and o'erwhelm'd. Others in frantic mood | 

Run howling through the ſtreets, their hideous yells | 

Rend the dark welkin ; Horror ſtalks around, 

Wild-ſtaring, and, his ſad concomitant, 

Deſpair, of abject look: at every gate 

The thronging populace with haſty ſtrides « 

Preſs furious, and, too eager of eſcape, 

Obſtruct the eaſy way; the rocking town 

Supplants their footſteps ;. to, and fro, they reel 

Aſtoniſh'd, as o er- charg d with wine; when lo! 

The ground aduſt her riven mouth difparts, 

Horrible chaſm ;. profound! with ſwift deſcent. 

Old Ariconium ſinks, and all her tribes, 

Heroes, and ſenators, down to the realms 

Of endleſs night. Meanwhile, the looſen'd winds 

Infuriate, molten rocks and flaming globes 

Hurl'd high above the clouds; till all their force T7 

Conſum'd, her ravenous jaws th' earth ſatiate clos'd, 

Thus this fair city fell, of which the name 

Survives alone; nor is there found a_mark, 

| Whereby the curious paſſenger may learn 

Her ample fite, ſave coins, and mouldering u urns, 

And huge unwieldy bones, laſting remains 

Of that gigantic race; which, as he breaks 

The clotted glebe, the plowman haply finds, 

Appall' d. Upon that treacherous tract of land, 

She whilome ſtood; now Ceres, in her prime, 

Smiles fertile, and with ruddieſt freight bedeck' d, 

Ihe ee by our lore-fathers blood 3 
. 'T » Ilmprov'd, 
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Improv'd,- that now recalls the 41000 Muſe, 

Urging her deſtin'd labours to purſue, 

The prudent will obſerve, what paſſions reign 

In various plants (for not to man alone, 

But all the wide creation, Nature gave 

Love, and averſion) : everlaſting hate 

The Vine to Ivy bears, nor leſs abhors 

Ihe Colewort's rankneſs; but with amorous twine 
Claſps the tall Elm: the Pæſtan Roſe unfolds | 
Her bud more lovely, near the fetid Leek, 


C (Creſt of ſtout Britons), and inhances thence 


Ihe price of her celeſtial ſcent : the Gourd, 
And thirſty Cucumber, when they perceive 
Th' approaching Olive, with reſentment fly | 


| Her fatty fibres, and with tendrils creep 


| Diverſe, deteſting contact; whilſt the Fig 
Contemns not Rue, nor Sage's humble leaf, 
Cloſe-neighbouring: th' Herefordian plane 
Careſſes freely the contiguous Peach, 
Hazel, and weight-reſiſting Palm, and Hikes: | 
I' approach the Quince, and the Elder $ pithy len; 
Uneaſy, ſeated by funereal Veugh, 
Or Walnut, (whoſe malignant touch impairs 
All generous fruits), or near the bitter dews 
Of Cherries, Therefore weigh the habits well 
Of plants, how they aſſociate beſt, nor let 
III neighbourhood corrupt thy hopeful graffs, 


Wonen thou thy v: vats with ah rous e ſhoul 


froth? 


Reſpet ad orchats ; ink « not, that the trees. 
| Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous will produce an wholſome draught. 
Let art correct thy breed: from parent boo gh 
A Cyon meetly ſever ; after, force 
A way into the crabſtock's clofe-wrought grain 
By wedges, and within the living wound 
Fncloſe the foſter twig ; nor over- nice 
| Refuſe with thy own hands around to "IP 
The binding clay: ere-long their differing veins 
Unite, and kindly nouriſhment convey = | 
To the new pupil; now he ſhoots his arms 
With quickeſt growth ; now ſhake the teeming trunk, 
Down rain th' impurpled balls, ambrofial fruit. 
Whether the Wilding's fibres are contrived 
To draw th' earth's pureſt ſpirit, and reſiſt 
It's feculence, which in more porous ſtocks 
Ct Cyder-plants finds paſlage free, or elſe 
The native verjuice of the Crab, deriv'd 
Through th' infix'd graff, a grateful mixture forms 
Of tart and ſweet ; whatever be the cauſe, 

This doubtful progeny by niceſt taſtes _ 

Expected beſt acceptance finds, and pays 

Largeſt revenues to the orchat-lord. 

Some think the Quince and Apple would combine 

In happy union; others fitter deem 

The Sloe-ſtem bearing Sylvan Plumbs auſtere, 

Who knows but both may thrive ? howe'er, what loſs 

To try the. powers of both, and ſearch how far 

Two different natures may concur to mix 

In cloſe embraces, and ſtrange offspring bear? 

Thou 1 find chat plants will frequent changes try, -- 
„ & Tow a. Undamag 452 
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Conjoin with others. So Silurian plants 
Admit the Peach's odoriferous globe, 


; Adopted Plumbs will alien branches grace ; 


Large Medlars, imitating regal crowns... 
Nor is it hard to beautify each month 
With files of particolor d fruits, that pleaſe 
The tongue, and view, at once. So Maro's Muſe, 
Thrice ſacred Muſe !. commodious precepts gives 
Inſtructive to the fwains, not wholly bent 


From ſolid counſels, ſnews the force of love | 

In ſavage beaſts ; how virgin face divine 
Attracts the helpleſs youth through ſtorms and waves, | 
Alone, in deep of night: Then ſhe deſcribes 

Ihe Scythian winter, nor diſdains to ſing 


 Mimic briſk | Cyder with the brakes nie wild 
| Sloes pounded, Hips, and Servis' harſheſt juice. 
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Undamag'd, and their marriageable arms 


And Pears. of ſundry forms; at different times 


And men have gather d from the en 8 — 


On what is gainful: ſometimes ſhe diverts 


How under ground the rude Riphæan race 


Let ſage experience teach thee all the arts 


Of grafting and in-eyeing ; when to lop 
The flowing branches; what trees anſwer beſt — 
From root, or kernel: ſhe will beſt the hours 
Of harveſt, and ſeed-time declare; by her 
The different qualities of things were found. 
And ſecret motions; how with heavy bulk 
| Volatile Hermes, fluid and unmoiſt, 
Mounts on the wings of air; z to her we owe 
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The Indian weed *, unknown to ancient times. 
Nature's choice gift, whoſe acrimonious fume 
Extracts ſuperfluous j Juices, and refines 

| The blood diſtemper'd from its noxious ſalts ; 
Friend to the ſpirits, which with vapors bland 

It gently mitigates, companion fit 

Of pleaſantry, and wine; nor to the bards, 
Unfriendly, when they to the vocal ſhell 

Warble melodious their well-labor'd ſongs. | 
She found the poliſh'd glaſs, whoſe imall convex - 
Enlarges to ten millions of degrees 

The mite, inviſible ele, of Nature s hand 

Leſt animal; and ſhews, what laws of life 

The cheeſe-· inhabitants obſerve, and how _ 
Fabrick their manſions in the harden'd milk, 8 
Wonderful artiſts! but the hidden ways 
Of Nature would'ſt thou know ? how firſt ſhe frames 
All things in miniature? thy ſpecular. orb 
Apply to well-diſſected kernels; lo! 

Strange forms ariſe, in each a little plant 
Unfolds its boughs: obſerve the ſlender chreads 
Of firſt beginning trees, their roots, their leaves, 
In narrow ſeeds deſcrib'd; thou' lt wondering ſay, 
An inmate orchat every apple boaſts. 

Thus all things by experience are diſplay'd, 

And moſt improv'd. Then ſedulouſly think 

To meliorate thy ſtock ; no way, or rule, 

de wan 's; Feen the morning ſtar | 


* Tobacco. | 
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Aſſiduous, nor with the weſtern ſun 
Surceaſe to work; lo! thoughtful of thy gain, 
Not of my own, I all the live-long day 
Conſume in meditation deep, recluſe | 
From human converſe, nor, at ſhut of eve, 
Enjoy repoſe; but oft at midnight lamm 
Ply my brain-racking ſtudies, if by chance 
Thee I may counſel right; and oft this care 
Diſturbs me lumbering. Wilt thou then repine 
Io labour for thyſelf? and rather chooſe = 
Io lie ſupinely, hoping Heaven will bleſs T5 
Thy lighted fruits, and give thee bread unearn'd ? 


Iwill profit, when the ſtork, ſworn foe of ſnakes, 


: Returns, to ſhew compaſſion to thy plants, 
Fatigu'd with breeding. Let the arched knife 


Well ſharpen'd now aſſail the ſpreading ſhades 5 


Ot vegetables, and their thirſty limbs 
Diſſever: for the genial moiſture, due 
Jo apples, otherwiſe miſpends itſelf 
In barren twigs, and for th* expected crop, Ss 
Nought but vain ſhoots, and empty leaves abound, | 
When ſwelling buds their odorous foliage ſhed, | 
And gently harden into fruit, the wiſe 
Spare not the little offsprings, if they grow 
Redundant; but the thronging cluſters thin 
By kind avulfion : elſe the eli Devon, | | 
Void of ſufficient ſuſtenance, will yield 
A ſlender autumn; which the niggard 1 "MY 
Too late ſhall weep, and curſe his thrifty hand, 


"That would not 0 eaſe the ponerrous boughs, 
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CY | D E R. : Book I, 
It much conduces, all the cares to know 
Of gardening, how to ſcare nocturnal thieves, 
And how the little race of birds that hop 


2233 


From ſpray to ſpray, ſcooping the coſtlieſt fruit | 


Irfatiate, undiſturb'd. Priapus' form 
Arails but little; rather guard each row 
With the falſe terrors of a breathleſs kite. 
This done, the timorous flock with ſwifteſt wing 
Scud through the air; their fancy repreſents 
His mortal talons, and his ravenous beak 
Deſtructive; glad to ſhun his hoſtile gripe, 
They quit their thefts, and unfrequent the fields, 
Beſides, the filthy ſwine will oft invade _ 
Thy firm incloſure, .and with delving ſnout 
The rooted foreſt undermine: forthwith 
Halloo thy furious maſtiff, bid him vex _ 
The noxious herd, and print upon their ears, 
A ſad memorial of their paſt offence, 
The flagrant Procyon will not fail to bring 


Large ſhoals of ſlow houſe-bearing ſnails that creep | 


Oer the ripe fruitage, paring ſlimy tracts 
In the ſleek rinds, and unpreſt Cyder drink. 
No art averts this peſt; on thee it lies, 
With morning and with evening hand to rid 


The preying reptiles ; nor, if wiſe, wilt thou 


Decline this labour, which itſelf rewards 


With pleaſing gain, whilſt the warm limbec draws. 


Salubrious waters from the nocent brood. - 
Myriads of waſps now alſo cluſtering hang, 
And drain a ſpurious honey from thy groves, 


| Their 
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— Enlarges hourly, preying on the pulp 
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Their winter food; though oft repuls'd, again 

They rally, undiſmay'd ; but fraud with eaſe 
Enſnares the noiſome ſwarms ; let every bough 
Bear fxequent vials, pregnant with the dregs 
Of Moyle, or Mum, or Treacle's viſcous | juice; 
They, by th' alluring odor drawn, in hate 
Fly to the dulcet cates, and crouding ſip 
Their palatable bane; joyful thou *lt ſee 

The clammy ſurface all o er- ſtrown with tribes | 
Of greedy inſects, that with fruitleſs toil 
Flap filmy pennons oft, to extricate 
Their feet, in liquid ſhackles bound, till death 
Bereave them of their worthleſs ſouls: ſuch doom 
Waits luxury, and lawleſs love of gain! 
Howe'er thou may'ſt forbid external force, 
Inteſtine evils will prevail; damp —_— 
And rainy winters, to the centre pierce. 

The firmeſt fruits, and by unſeen decay. 

The proper reliſh vitiate ; then the grub 
Oft unobſery'd invades the vital core, 
Pernicious tenant, and her ſecret cave: 


Ceaſeleſs; meanwhile the apple's outward forms 
Delectable the witleſs ſwain beguiles, . 
Till, with a writhen mouth, and ſpattering noile⸗ 
He taſtes the bitter morſel, and rejects 
Diſreliſnt; not with leſs ſurprize, than when 
Embattled troops with flowing banners paſs 
Through flowery meads delighted, nor diſtruſt | 
The ſmiling ſurface ;. whillt the cavern'd a 5 
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dich grain incentive tor'd, by ſudden blaze 

Burſts fatal, and involves the hopes of war, 

In fery whirls H full of victorious thoughts, 

Torn and diſmembred, they aloft expire. 
Now turn thine eye to view Alcinous' groves, | 

The pride of the Phæacian iſle, from whence, 

Sailing the ſpaces of the boundleſs deep, 

To Ariconium precious fruits arriv'd: 

The Pippin burniſht o'er with gold, the Moyle 

Of ſweeteſt honeyed taſte, the fair Permain 

Temper'd, like comlieſt nymph, with red and white. 

Salopian acres flouriſh with a growth 

- Peculiar, ſtyl'd the Ottley : be thou firſt 

T his Apple to tranſplant, if to the name 

Its merit anſwers, no where ſhalt thou find 

A wine more priz'd, or laudable of taſte, 

Nor does the Eliot leaſt deſerve thy care, 

Nor John-Apple, whoſe wither'd rind, intrenche | 

With many a furrow, aptly repreſents 5 

Decrepid age, nor that from Harvey nam'd, 

Quick-reliſhing : why ſhould we fing the Thriſt, 

Codling, or Pomroy, or of pimpled coat . 

The Ruſſet, or the Cat's-Head's weighty orb, 

Enormous in its growth, for various uſe 

Though theſe are meet, though after full repaſt 

Are oft requir'd, and crown the rich deflert ? 
What, though the Pear- tree rival not the worth 

Of Ariconian products? yet her freight _ 

Is not contemn'd, yet her wide-branching arms 

Bk ſcreen thy manſion from the fervent Dog 
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Adverſe to life; the wintery hurricanes + 


In vain employ their roar, her trunk unmoy'd- 
Breaks the ftrong onſet, and controls their rage. 
Chiefly the Boſbury, whoſe large inereaſe, 
Annual, in ſumptuous banquets claims applauſe. 
I brice- acceptable beverage ! could but art 
Subdue the floating lee, Pomona's ſelt 


Would dread thy praiſe, and ſhun the dubious Arife, 


Be it thy choice, when ſummer-heats annoy, 

To ſit beneath her leafy canopy,. _ 

Quaffing rich liquids ! oh !. how ſweet t' enjoy, 

At once her fruits, and hoſpitable ſhade ! 
But how with equal numbers ſhall we match 


The Muſk's ſurpaſſing worth ; that earlieſt 1885 


Sure hopes of racy wine, and in its youth, 
Its tender nonage, loads the ſpreading bougbs 
With large and j juicy offspring, that defies 
The vernal nippings, and cold ſyderal blaſts! 
5 Vet let her to the Red - ſtreak yield, that once ; 
Was of the Sylyan kind, unciviliz.d, 
Of no regard, till Scudamore's ſkilful hand: 
Improv'd her, and by courtly diſcipline 
_ Taught her the ſavage nature to forget: 


Hence ſtyl'd the Scudamorean plant; whoſe wine 
Whoever taſtes, let him with grateful. heart | 


Reſpect that ancient loyal houſe, and wiſh _ 
The nobler peer, that now tranſcends our hopes 
In early worth, his country's juſteſt pride, 
_ Vninterrupted joy, and health entire. 
Let every tree in every garden ] 


1 


1 'The 
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The Red-ſtreak as ſupreme, whoſe pulpous fruit. 
With gold irradiate, and vermilion ſhines. 6, 
Tempting, not fatal, as the birth of that 
primæval interdicted plant that von | 

Fond Eve in hapleſs hour to taſte, and die. 

This, of more bounteous influence, inſpires. 

| Poctic raptures, and the lowly Muſe 

Kindles to loftier ſtrains ;. even I perceive. 

Her ſacred virtue. See! the numbers flow + 
Faſy, whilſt, chear'd with her nectareous juice, 
Hers, and my country's praiſes J exalt. 

Hail Herefordian plant, that. doſt diſdain 

All other fields l. Heaven's ſweeteſt bleſſing, hail! 
Be thou the copious matter of my ſong, 

And thy choice Nectar; on which always waits. 
Laughter,. and ſport, and care-beguiling wit, 
And friendſhip, chief delight of human life, 
What ſhould we wiſh for more? or why, in queſt 
Of foreign vintage, infincere, and mixt, 
Traverſe th' extremeſt world ? why tempt the rage 
Of the rough ocean? when our native glebe 
Imparts, from bounteous womb, annual recruits 
Of wine delectable, that far ſurmounts 

Gallic, or Latin Grapes, or thoſe that ſee 

The ſetting ſun near Calpe's towering height. 
Nor let the Rhodian, nor the Leſbian vines 
Vaunt their rich Muſt, nor let Tokay contend. 
For ſovereignty ; Phanæus ſelf muſt bow 
To th' Ariconian vales: And ſhall we ne 
By improre our n wealth, or let 
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'The foil lie 1dle, which, with fit manure, 
With largeſt uſury repay, alone 
Impowered to ſupply what Nature aſks 
Frugal, or what nice appetite requires ? 5 
The meadows here, with battening ooze enrich'a, 


Give ſpirit to the graſs ; three cubits high 
The jointed herbage ſhoots ; th' unfallow'd glebe 


| Yearly o'ercomes the granaries with ſtore 


Of golden wheat, the ſtrength of human life, 

Lo, on auxiliary poles, the Hops 
Aſcending ſpiral, rang'd in meet array! 

Lo, how the arable with barley-grain 
Stands thick, o'erſhadow'd, to the thirſty hind | 
_ Tranſporting proſpe&! theſe, as modern uſe _ 
Ordains, infus'd, an auburn drink compoſe, 


Wholeſome, of deathleſs fame. Here, to the 105 


Apples of price, and plenteous ſheaves of corn, 
Oft anterlac'd occur, and both imbibe 

Fitting congenial juice; ſo rich the ſoil, | 
So much does fructuous moiſture o'er-abound ! _ 
Nor are the hills unamiable, whoſe tops 

To heaven aſpire, affording proſpect ſweet 
To human ken; nor at their feet the vales 


= | Deſcending gently, where the lowing herd 
Chew verdurous paſture ; nor the yellow fields 


_ Gaily' enterchang'd, with rich variety 
Pleaſing; as when an Emerald green, enchas'd 

In flamy gold, from the bright maſs acquires | 
A nobler hue, more delicate to fight. 


7 out add the Mae ſhades, and ſilent groves, 9 
(Ham 


{Haunt of th Druids) views the earth is fed 

With copious fuel; whence the ſturdy oak, 

A prince's refuge once, th' eternal guard 

Of England's throne, by ſweating peaſants fell'd, 
stems the vaſt main, and bears tremendous war 
To diſtant nations, or with ſov'ran ſway 
Awes the divided world to peace and love. 
Why ſhould the Chalybes, or Bilboa boaſt 
Their harden'd iron; when our mines produce 
As perfect martial ore? can Tmolus' head 

vie with our ſaffron odors? or the fleece 
Bztic, or fineſt Tarentine, compare 
With Lemſter's filken wool ? where ſhall we ; fad 
Men more undaunted, for their country's weal 
More prodigal of life? in ancient days | 
The Roman legions, and great Cæſar, found 
Our fathers no mean foes ; and Crefly's plains, 
And Agincourt, deep-ting'd with blood, confeſs 
What the Silures vigor unwithſtood — = 
Could do 1n rigid fight; and chiefly what 3 
Brydges' wide-waſting hand, firſt garter'd Knight, 
Puiſant author of great Chandos' ſtem, 
High Chandos, that tranſmits paternal worth, 
Prudence, and ancient proweſs, and renown, 
7” his noble offzpring. O thrice-happy peer! 
That, bleſt with hoary vigor, view'ſt thyſelf 
Freſh blooming in thy generous ſon; whoſe lips, 
Flowing with nervous eloquence exact, 
Charm the wiſe Senate, and attention win 


In deepeſt councils: Ariconium pleas' d, 
Vor. XVII. 1 
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Him, as her choſen worthy, firſt ſalutes. 
H im on th' Iberian, on the Gallic ſhore, 
Him hardy Britons bleſs; his faithful hand 
Conveys new courage from afar, nor more 
The General's conduct, than his care avails. 
Thee alſo, glorious branch of Cecil's line, 
. This country claims; with pride and joy to thee 
Thy Altezennis ealls : yet ſhe indures _ 
Patient thy abſence, fince thy prudent choice 
Has fix'd thee in the Muſes” faireſt ſeat“, 
Where + Aldrich reigns, and from his endleſ ſtore. 
Of univerſal knowledge ſtill ſupplies _ 

His noble care; he generous 2 inſtils 

Of true nobility, their country's love, 

(Chief end of life) and forms their ductile mind. 
Io human virtues by his genius led, 
Thou ſoon in every art pre- eminent 
Shalt grace this iſle, and rife to Burleigh! 8 fame. 

Hall high-born peer ! and thou, great nurſe of arts, 
And men, from whence conſpicuous. patriots ſpring, 

Hanmer, and Bromley ;. thou, to whom with due 

Reſpect Wintonia bows, and joyful owns 
Thy mitred offspring; be for ever bleſt 
With like examples, and to future times, 
Proficuous, ſuch a race of men produce, 
As, in the cauſe of virtue firm, may fix 


9 Oxford. | | | 
oc Dr. Aldrich, I Dean of Chri-Church. < 


* 
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fer throne inviolate. Hear, ye Gods, this vow 
from one, the meaneſt in her numerous train; 
Though meaneſt, not leaſt ſtudious of her praiſe. 


Muſe, raiſe thy voice to Beaufort's ſpotleſs fame, 


o Beaufort, in a. long deſcent derived 

From royal anceſtry, of kingly rights 
Faithful aſſerters, in him centering meet 

Their glorious virtues, high deſert from pride 
Dippin d, unſhaken honour, and contempt | 

Of ſtrong allurements.. O illuftrious prince! 
0 thou of ancient faith !. exulting, thee, 

In her fair lift this happy land 1nrolls.. 


| Who can refuſe a tributary verſe 


To Weymouth, firmeſt friend of ſlighted worth 
In evil days? whoſe hoſpitable gate, 
Vabarr'd to all, invites a numerous train. 


Revives the feaſt-rites-01d :. meanwhile his care 

Forgets.not the aſlifted, but content. 

In acts of fecret goodneſs, ſhuns the praiſe, 

That ſure attends, Permit me, bounteous lord, 

To blazon what though hid wall beauteous thine, 

And with thy name to dignify my ſong. 

But who ische, that on the winding ttream 

Of Vaga firſt drew vital breath, and now 

Approv'd in Annals ſecret councils ſits, ö 

Veighing the ſum. of things, with wiſe forecaſt 

dolicitous of public good ?.how large 

His mind that comprohends hate er Was known: 

To old, or preſent: time; yet not elate, | 
1 2 | 


Of daily gueſts ;. whoſe board, with plenty crown n'd, 4 
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Not conſcious of its {kill ? what praiſe deſerves 
His liberal hand, that gathers but to give, 
Preventing ſuit? O not unthankful Muſe, | 
Him lowly reverence, that firſt deign'd to hear 
Thuy pipe, and ſkreen'd thee from opprobrious tongues, 
Acknowledge thy own Harley, and his name 
Inſcribe on every bark; the wounded plants 
Will faſt increaſe, fafter thy juſt reſpect, 
Such are our heroes, by their virtues known, 
Or ſkill in peace, and war: of ſofter mold 
The female ſex, with ſweet attractive airs 
Subdue obdurate hearts. The travellers oft, 
That view their matchleſs forms with tranſient glance, 
Catch ſudden love, and ſigh for ny mphs unknown, 


Smit with the magic of their eyes: nor hath | 3 
The dædal hand of Nature only pour d Pr 
Her gifts of outward grace; their i innocence W 
Unſeign' d, and virtue moſt engaging, free 0 
From pride, or artifice, long joys afford F 


Jo th' honeſt nuptial bed, and in the wane | 
Of life, rebate the miſeries of age. 8 
And is there found a wretch ſo baſe of W ] 
That woman's powerful beauty dares condemn, | 0 
Exacteſt work of Heaven? He ill deſerves 1 
*. 

I 

| 

( 

] 


Or love, or pity ; friendleſs let him ſee 
Uneaſy, tedious day, deſpis'd, forlorn, 
As ſtain of human race: but may the man, 
That chearfully recounts the female's praiſe, 
Find equal love, and love's untainted een 

Enjoy with honours O O, yes Gods! 1, might * - * 


5 


8. 


} 


Elect my is, my happieſt choice ſhould be 
A fair and modeſt virgin, that invites 

With aſpect chaſte, forbidding looſe . 
Tenderly ſmiling; in whoſe heavenly eye 


Sits pureſt love enthron'd :. but if the ſtars 


Malignant theſe my better hopes oppoſe, 

May I, at leaſt, the ſacred pleaſures know 

Of ſtricteſt amity ; nor ever want 

A friend, with whom I mutually. may ſhare 
Cladneſs and anguiſh, by kind intercourſe 

Of ſpeech, and offices. May in my mind, 
Indelible a grateful: ſenſe remain 

Of favours undeferv'd !—O thou! from: whom 
Cladly both rich and low ſeek aid ; moſt wiſe | 
Interpreter of right, whoſe gracious voice 
Preathes equity, and curbs too rigid law 
With mild, impartial reaſon ; what returns 
Of thanks are due to thy beneficence 
Freely vouchſaf'd, when to the gates of dea 
| tended prone ? if thy indulgent care 

Had not preven'd, among unbody'd ſhades 

I now had wander'd ; and theſe empty thoughts 
Of apples periſh'd; but, uprais'd by thee, 


I une my pipe afreſh, each night and day, 


Thy unexampled goodneſs to extol _ 
Defirous ; but nor night, nor day, ſuffice 


For that great taſk ;. the highly-honour'd name 


Of Trevor muſt exonloy my willing thoughts. 


| Inceſſant, dwell for ever on my tongue. 
ian me won but let far from me 


3 
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Be fawning. cringe, and falſe diſſembling look, 


Of ancient friendſhip, cancel Nature's laws 


| Renounce their fires, oppoſe paternal right 
For rule and power; and others realms invade _ 
With ſpecious ſhews of love. 
| Betrays his ſovereign. Others, deſtitute 


By lucre ſway'd, and act the baſeſt things 
To be ſtyl'd honourable : the honeſt man, 
Simple of heart, prefers inglorious want 
To ill-got wealth; rather from door to door, 
A jocund pilgrim, though diftreſs'd, he 1 rove, 
Than break his plighted faith; nor fear, nor hope, 
Will ſhock his ſtedfaſt ſoul; rather debarr'd 
Each common privilege, cut off from hopes 
Of meaneſt gain, of preſent goods deſpoil d, 
| He ill bear the marks of infamy contemn'd, | 
 Unpity'd; yet his mind, of evil pure, 
Supports him, and 1 intention free from fraud. 


Dæmons, and inur'd ms at clofe of day 
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And reite flattery, that harbours oft 
In courts and gilded roofs. Some looſe the bands 


For pageantry, and tawdry gewgaws. Some 


This traiterous wretch 


Of real zeal, to every altar bend 


If no retinue with obfervant eyes 


| Attend him, if he can't with purple ſtain . : 
Of cumbrous veſtments, labor'd o'er with gold, 
Dazzle the crowd, and ſet them all agape; 
Vet clad in homely weeds, from envy's darts 


Remote he lives, nor knows-the nightly pangs 
Of conſcience, nor with ſpectres' grifly forms, 


3 


Annqy , 
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Annoy'd, fad ;ncerrupted llumbers finds. 
But (as a child, whole inxperienc'd age 
Nor evil purpoſe fears, nor knows) enjoys 
Night's ſweet refreſhment, humid ſteep fincere, 
When Chanticleer, with clarion ſhrill, recalls 
The tardy day, he to his labours hies 
Gladſome, intent on ſomewhat that may eaſe 
Unhealthy mortals, and with curious ſearch 
Examines all the properties of herbs, 
Fofſils, and minerals, that th' embowel'd earth 
Diſplays, if by his induſtry he can 
Benefit human race: or elſe his thoughts 
Are exercis'd with ſpeculations deep 
Of good, and juſt, and meet, and th' wholeſome rules 
Of temperance, and aught that may improve Te. 
The moral life ; not ſedulous to rail 
Nor with envenom' d tongue to blaſt the fame 
Of harmleſs men, or ſecret whiſpers ſpread 
Mong faithful friends, to breed diſtruſt and hate, 
Studious of virtue, he no life obſerves, 
Except his own ; his own employs his cares, 
Large ſubject! that he labours to refine 
Daily „nor of his little ſtock denies 
Fit alms to Lazars, merciful and meek. - 
Thus ſacred Virgil liv'd from courtly ice, 
And bates of pompous Rome ſecure; at court, 
Still thoughtful of the rural honeſt life, 
And how t' improve his grounds, and how himſelf : 
Beſt poet! fit ee for the tribe 
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Of Phœbus, nor leſs ſit Mzonides, 
Poor eyeleſs pilgrim + and, if after theſe, 
If after theſe another I may name,. 

Thus tender Spenſer liv'd, with mean repaſt 
Content, depreſs'd by penury, and pine 
In foreign realm; yet not debas'd his verſe 


By fortune's frowns. And had that other bard x 


Od, had but he, that firſt ennobled ſong 
With holy rapture, like his Abdiel been; 
Mong many faithleſs, ſtrictly faithful found; 
Unpity'd, he ſhould not have wail'd his orbs, 
Iuhat roll'd in vain to find the piercing ray, 
And found no dawn, by dim ſuffuſion veil'd! 
But he however, let the Muſe abſtain, 


Nor blaſt his fame, from whom ſhe learnt to fng 85 


In much inferior ſtrains, groveling beneath 
Th' Olympian hill, on plains, and vales 1 intent, 
Mean follower. There let her reſt a-while, 


: Fleas d with the fragrant walks, and cool retreat. : 


* Miltons. 


Re 
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\ Harcourt, whom th' ingenuous love of arts 
J Has carry'd from thy native ſoil, beyond 
Th' eternal Alpine ſnows, and now detains 
In Italy's waſte realms, how long muſt we 
Lament thy abſence ? whilſt in ſweet ſojourn 
Thou view'ſt the reliques of old Rome; or, what 
Unrival'd authors by their preſence made. 
For ever venerable, rural ſeats, | 
Tibur, and Tuſculum, or Virgil's urn, 
Green with immortal bays, which haply thou, 
geſpecting his great name, doſt now approach 
With bended knee, and ſtrow with purple flowers; 
Unmindful of thy friends, that ill can brook 
This long delay. At length, dear youth, return,, : 
Of wit, 'and judgment ripe in blooming years, 
And Britain's iſle with Latian knowledge grace. 
Return, and let thy father's worth excite 
Thirſt of pre-eminence; ſee! how the cauſe 
Of widows, and of orphans, he aſſerts 
With winning rhetoric, and well-argu'd law 
Mark well his footſteps, and, like him, deſerve 
Thy prince's favour, and thy country's love. | 
Meanwhile (although the Maſſic grape delights 8 
Pregnant of racy juice, and Formian hills 
Temper thy cups, yet) wilt not thou reject | 
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Thy native liquors: lo! for thee my mill 


Now grinds choice apples, and the Britiſh vaty 


O'erflow with generous cyder; far remote 
Accept this labour, nor deſpiſe the Muſe, 


"That, paſſing lands and ſeas, on thee attends, 
Thus far of trees: the pleaſing taſk remains, 
To fing of wines, and autumn's bleſt increaſe. 


'Th' effects of art are ſhewn, yet what avails 


Gainſt Heaven? oft, notwithſtanding all thy care 9 
To help thy plants, when the ſmall fruitery ſeems 5 


Exempt from ills, an oriental blaſt 
Diſaſtrous flies, ſoon as the hind fatigued 


20 e his team; the tender freight, unſkill'd 


To bear the hot diſeaſe, diſtemper'd pines 


In the year's prime ; the deadly plague annoys 
The wide incloſure : think not vainly now _ 
Jo treat thy neighbours with mellifluous cups, 


Thus diſappointed. If the former years 
Exhibit no ſupplies, alas! thou muſt 


With taſteleſs water waſh thy droughty throat. 


A thouſand accidents the farmer's hopes 
Subvert, or check; uncertain all his toil, 
Till luſty autumn's Iuke-warm days allay'd. 
With gentle colds, inſenſibly confirm 


His ripening labours: autumn to the fruits 


Earth's various lap produces, vigour gives. 
Equal, intenerating milky grain, 


Berries, and ky-dy'd Plumbs, and what in coat 
Rough, or ſoft rin'd, or bearded huſk, or ſhe!l; 


Fat Olives, and Piſtacio's fragrant nut, 


: _ 


And the Pine's taſteful Apple : autumn paints 
Auſonian hills with Grapes ; whilſt Engliſh plains 
Bluſh with pomaceous harveſts, breathing ſweets. 

O let me now, when the kind early dew 
Unlocks th' emboſom'd odors, walk among 1 
The well-rang'd files of trees, whoſe full - ag d ſtore 
Difuſe Ambroſial ſteams, than Myrrh, or Nard, 
More grateful, or perfuming flowery Bean! 
Soft whiſpering airs, and the lark's mattin ſong 
Then woo to muſing, and becalm the ming 
Perplex'd with irkſome thoughts. Thrice happy time, 
Beſt portion of the various year, in which 
Nature rejoiceth, ſmiling on her works 
Lovely, to full perfection wrought! but ah! 
Short are our joys, and neighbouring griefs diſturb 
Our pleafant hours! inclement winter dwells 
Contiguous; forthwith froſty blaſts deface | 
The blithſome year: trees of their ſhrivel'd fruits 
Are widow'd, dreary ſtorms o'er all prevail! 
Now, now 's the time, ere haſty ſuns forbid 
To work, diſburden thou thy ſapleſs wood 
Of its rich progeny ; the turgid fruit 
Abounds with mellow liquor : now erhort 
Thy hinds to exerciſe the pointed ſtee!l 
On the hard rock, and give a wheely form 
To the expected grinder : now prepare 
Materials for thy mill; a ſturdy poſt 
Cylindric, to ſupport the grinder's PR 
Exceſſive; and a flexile fallow, entrench'd, _ 
-Reunding, capacious of the Juicy hord. 


Thy huſks in water, and again employ _ 


A vinous flavour; this the peaſants blithe 


Even now 'twill cheriſh, and improve the roots. 
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Nor muſt thou not be mindful of thy preſs, 

Long ere the vintage; but with timely care 

Shave the goat's ſhaggy beard, leſt thou too late 

In vain ſhould'ſt ſeck a ſtrainer to diſpart 

The huſky, terrene dregs, from purer Muſt, 

Be cautious next a proper ſteed to find, 

Whoſe prime is paſt ; the vigorous BY diſdaing. 

Such ſervile labours, or, if forc'd, forgets 

His paſt atchievements, and victorious palms, 

Blind Bayard rather, worn with work, and years, 

Shall roll th* unwieldy ſtone; with ſober pace = 
He ll tread the circling path till dewy Eve, 

From early day-foring, pleas'd to find his a age 

Declining not unuſeful to his lord. b 

Some, when the preſs, by utmoſt vigour ſcrew ths, 

5 Has drain'd the pulpous maſs, regale their ſwine 
With the dry refuſe ;. thou, more - wile, ſhalt ſteep 


The ponderous engine. Water will imbibe 
The ſmall remains of ſpirit, and acquire 


Will quaff, and whiſtle, as thy tinkling team 
They drive, and ſing of Fuſca's radiant eyes, 
Pleas'd with the medley draught. Nor ſhalt thou now: 
Reject the Apple-cheefe, though quite exhauſt ; 


Of fickly plants; new vigour hence convey d 
Will yield an harveſt of unuſual growth. 
Such profit ſprings from huſks diſcreetly ut d 


The 
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The tender apples, from their parents rent 
By ſtormy ſhocks, muſt not neglected lie, 
The prey of worms: A frugal man I knew, 
Rich in one barren acre, which, ſubdued 
By endleſs culture, with ſufhcient Muſt 
His caſks repleniſh'd yearly : he no more 
Defir'd, nor wanted; diligent to learn 
The various ſeaſons, and by ſkill repel 
Imading peſts, ſucceſsful in his cares, 
Till the damp Libyan wind, with tempeſts arm 4 
Outrageous, bluſter'd horrible amidſt PO Ok 
His Cyder-grove : o'erturn'd by furious blaſts, 
The fightly ranks fall proftrate, and around 
Their fruitage ſcatter'd, from the genial 3 
Stript immature: yet did he not repine, 
Nor curſe his ftars ; but prudent, his fallen heaps | 
Collecting, cheriſh'd with the tepid wreaths 
Of tedded graſs, and the ſun's mellowing beams 
Rival'd with artful heats, and thence procur' d 
A coſtly liquor, by improving time, 
Equal d with what the happieſt vintage bears. 

But this I warn thee, and ſhall always warn, 
No heterogeneous mixtures ule, as ſome 
With watery turnips have debas'd their wines, 
Too frugal ; nor let the crude humours dance 
In heated braſs, ſteaming with fire intenſe ; 
Although Devonia much commends the uſe 
Of firengthening Vulcan; with their native denen 
Thy wines ſufficient, other aid refuſe; 
And, when th' allotted orb of time“ s compleat, | 
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Are more commended than the labour'd drinks, 
Nor let thy avarice tempt thee to withdraw = 
The prieſt's appointed ſhare ;. with chearful heart 
The tenth of thy increaſe beſtow, and own 
Heaven's bounteous goodneſs, that. will ſure repay: 
Thy grateful. duty: this neglected, fear 
Signal avengeance, ſuch as overtook 
A miſer, that unjuſtly once withheld - 
The clergy's due: relying on himſelf, 
His fields he tended, with ſucceſsleſs care, 
Early and late, when or unwiſh'd-for rain 
Deſcended, or unſeafonable froſts 
Curb'd his increaſing hopes; or, when around 
The clouds dropt fatneſs, in the middle fry 
The dew ſuſpended ſtaid, and left unmoiſt | 
His execrable glebe: recording this, 
” Be juſt, and wiſe, and tremble to tranfgreſs. 
Learn now the promiſe of the coming year, 
To know, that by no flattering ſigns abus d, 
Thou wiſely may'f provide: the various moon 
Prophetic, and attendant ftars, explain 
Each riſing dawn; ere cy cruſts ſurmount 
The current ſtream, the heavenly orbs ſerene” 
__ Fweinkle-with trembling rays, and Cynthia glows 
With light unſully'd: now the fowler, warn e 
By theſe good omens, with ſwift early ſteps bY 
Treads the -crimp-earth,, ranging. theou gh helds zad 
glides 
5 Offenfve to the binds; hon a „ 
: Checks their mid flight, and heedleſs while they 9 
- Their 
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Their tuneful throats, che towering, heavy lead, 
Oertakes their ſpeed ; they leave their little — 
Abore the clouds, precipitant to earth. 
The woodcocks early viſit, and abode 
(f long continuance in our temperate clime, 
Foretel a liberal harveſt ; he of times 
htelligent, the harſh Hyperborean ice 
Shuns for our equal winters; when our ſuns 
Ceave the chill'd ſoil, he backward wings his 1 way 
To Scandinavian. frozen ſummers, meet 2 
For kis numb'd blood. But nothing profits more 
Than frequent fnows : O, may'ſt thou often fee - 
Thy furrows whiten'd by the woolly rain 
Nutriceous E ſecret nitre Jurks within 
The porous wet, quickening the languid glebe. 
Sometimes thou ſhalt with fervent vows e 
A moderate wind; the orehat loves to wave 
With winter winds, before the gems exert 
Their feeble heads; the looſened roots ch drink 
Large increment, earneſt of happy years. 
Nor will it nothing profit to obſerve _ 
The monthly ſtars, their powerful influence 
Oer planted fields, what vegetables reign 
Under each ſign. On our account has Jove 
Indulgent to all moons ſome ſuceutent plant 5 
Allotted, that poor helpleſs man might ſlack 
His preſent thirſt, and matter fund for toil. 
Now will the Corinths, now the Raſps, foppdy- | 
Delicious draughts ; the Quinces now, or Plumbs, 
Or e or the fair Thiſbeian fruit 


Se 
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Are preſt to wines; the Britons ſqueeze the works | 


Of ſedulous bees, and mixing odorous herbs 
Prepare balſamic cups, to wheezing lungs 
Medicinal, and ſhort-breath'd, ancient fires, 
But, if thou rt indefatigably bent 

Jo toil, and omnifarious drinks would'ſt brew; 
Beſides the orchat, every hedge and buſh 
Affords aſſiſtance; ev'n afflictive Birch, 

Curs'd by nnletter'd, idle youth, diſtilss 
A limpid current from her wounded. bark, 


Profuſe of nurſing ſap. When ſolar beam 


Parch thirſty human veins, the damaſk'd meads, 
 Unforc'd, diſplay ten thouſand painted n ers 
Uſeful in potables. Thy little ſonss 
Permit to range the paſtures; gladly they 
Will mow the Cowllip-poſies, faintly ſweet, = 
From whence thou artificial wines ſhalt drain 
Of i icy taſte, that, in mid- fervors, beſt 


2 Slack craving thirſt, and mitigate the day. 


Happy Ierne *, whoſe moſt wholſome air 
Poiſons envenom'd ſpiders, and forbids _ 
The baleful toad, and viper, from her ſhore! 
More happy in her balmy draughts, eich d ; 
With miſcellaneous ſpices, and the root _ 


For thirſt-abating ſweetneſs prais'd), which wide | 


Extend her fame, and to each drooping heart 
Preſent redreſs, and lively health convey, 
See, how the Belge, ſedulous and ſtout, 

| With bowls of amin Mum, or bliſsful cups 


ES Trelans, _ 


x 
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of cernel-reliſh 'd fluids, the fair ſtar e 
(f early Phoſphorus ſalute, at noon 

ſocund with frequent-riſing fumes ! | by uſe 
luſtructed, thus to quell their native phlegm 
Prevailing, and engender waywa:d mirth. "= 

What need to treat of diſtant climes, remov 'd 

Far from the ſloping j journey. of the year, 

Beyond Petſora, and Iſlandic coaſts? PEER 
Where ever-during ſnows, perpetual ſhades 

Of darkneſs, would congeal their livid blood, 

Did not the Arctic tract ſpontaneous yield | 

A chearing purple berry, big with wine, 
Intenſely fervent, which each hour they cray „ 
Spread round a flaming pile of pines, and oft 0 
They interlard their native drinks with choice 
Of ſtrongeſt Brandy, yet ſcarce with theſe aids 

Lnabled to prevent the ſudden rot 

Of freezing noſe, and quick-decaying feet. 

Nor leſs the ſable borderers of Nile, 

Nor they who Taprobane manure, nor they, 5 

Whom ſunny Borneo bears, are ſtor'd with ſtreams 5 
Feregious, Rum, and Rice's ſpirit e extract. 1 
For here, expos'd to perpendicular rays, 

In vain they covet ſhades, and I hraſcia 8 gales, 5 
Dining with Equinoctial heat, unleſs 

The cordial glaſs perpetual motion keep, . 
Quick circuiting ; nor dare they cloſe their eyes, 
Void of a bulky charger near their lips, : 
With which, in often interrupted ſleep, 

Their frying blood compels to irrigae 
Vor. XVII. . 5 | Their 
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Their dry-furr'd tongues, elſe minutely to death 
Obnoxious, diſmal death, th' effect of drought! 
Moore happy they, born in Columbus? world, 
Carybbes, and they, whom the Cotton plant 
With downy-ſprouting veſts arrays! their woods 
Bow with prodigious nuts, that give at once 
Celeſtial food, and nectar; then, at hand 

The Lemon, uncorrupt with voyage long, 

Jo vinous ſpirits added (heavenly drink!) 

They with pneumatic engine ceaſeleſs draw, 
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Intent on laughter; a continual tide 


Flows from th' exhilarating fount. As, when | 


Againſt a ſecret cliff, with ſudden ſhock _ 


A ſhip is daſh'd, and leaking drinks the ſea, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd mariners ay ply the pump, 
Nor ſtay, nor reſt, till the wide breach is clos'd; 
So they (but chearful) unfatigued, ſtill move 
The draining ſucker, then alone concern d 
When the dry bowl forbids their pleaſing work, 
But if to hoarding thou art bent, thy en | 
Are fruftrate, ſhould'ſ thou think thy pipes will flow } 
With early limpid wine. I 
And the harſh draught, muſt twice endure the fun's | 
Kind ſtrengthening heat, twice winter's purging cold. 
here are, that a compounded fluid drain 
8 From different mixtures, Woodcock, Pippin, Moyle, 
Rough Eliot, ſweet Permain: 


(Each mutually correcting each) create 
A pleaſurable medley, of what taſte 


Hardly diſtinguiſd d; as the ſhowery arch, 


The hoarded ſtore, 


the blended ſtreams | 


Mn 
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with lied colour gay, Ore, Azure, Gules, 
Delights a and puzzles the beholder's eye, 
That views the watery brede, with thouſand ſhews 
| Of painture vary'd, yet 's unſkill'd to tell | 

Or where one colour rifes, or one faints. 

Some Cyders have by art, or age, unlearn'd 
Their genuine reliſh, and of ſundry vines 

Aum'd the flavour; one ſort counterfeits 

The Spaniſh product; this, to Gauls has ſeem'd 

The ſparkling Nectar of Champaigne ;. with that, 

A German oft has ſwill'd his throat, and ſworn, 
Deluded, that imperial Rhine beſtow d / 
The generous rummer, whilſt the owner, pleas' „ 
Laughs inly at his gueſts, thus entertain'd e 
With foreign vintage from his cyder caſk. TE 

Soon as thy liquor from the 9 — | 
Of cloſe-preft huſks is freed, thou muſt refrain 

Thy thirty ſoul; let none perſuade to broaeh 

Thy thick, unwholſome, undigeſted cades : 

The hoary frofts, and northern blaſts,. take care 
Thy muddy beverage to ſerene, and drive 
Precipitant the baſer, ropy lees. 

And now thy wine's tranſpicuous, purg'd from all : 
Its earthy groſs, yet let it feed a while 
On the fat refuſe, leſt too ſoon disjoin'd 

From ſprightly, it to ſharp or. vapid change. 5 

When to convenient vigor it attains, 
dulfoe it to provide a brazen tube 
Inflext ; ſelf. taught, and voluntary, flies 
The deſecated liquor, through the vent 1 
* 1 e e 
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| Aſcending, then by downward tract convey A. 75 


Spouts into ſubject veſſels, lovely clear. 
As when a noon-tide ſun, with ſummer beams, 


Darts through a cloud, her watery Kirts are edg'd 


With lucid amber, or undroſſy gold: 

So, and ſo richly, the purg'd liquid ins 
Nou alfo, when the colds abate, nor yet 
Full ſummer ſhines, a dubious ſeaſon, cloſe 
In glaſs thy purer ſtreams, and let them gain, 


From due confinement, ſpirit, and flavour new, 


For this intent, the ſubtle chemiſt Seeds. 5 
Perpetual flames, whoſe unreſiſted force 
Oi'er ſand, and aſhes, and the ſtubborn flint 
: Prevailing, turns into a fuſil ſeaͤa 
That in his furnace bubbles ſu any- red: 


From hence a glowing drop with hollow'd ect 1 


He takes, and by one efficacious breath 
Dilates to a ſurpriſing cube, or . 

Or oval, and fit receptacles forms ; 
For every liquid, with his plaſtic lungs, | 

To human life ſubſervient ; by his means 
Cyders in metal frail improve: the Moyle, 
And taſteful Pippin, in a moon's ſhort year, 


Acquire complete perfection: Now they ſmoke | | 


Tranſparent, ſparkling in each drop, delight 
Of curious palate, . by fair virgins crav'd. 
But harſher fluids different lengths of time - 
Expect: Thy flaſk will lowly mitigate +. 
The Eliot's roughneſs, Stirom, en fruit, 
5 eee (ang as: Frameian Troy 


. my 
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Withſtood the Greeks) endures, ere juſtly mild. 
doften'd by age, it youthful vigor gains, 
Fallacious drink! ye honeſt men, beware, | 
Nor truſt its ſmoothneſs; the third circling glaſs 

duffces virtue: But may hypocrites, -  _ --- 

(That flyly ſpeak one thing, another think, 

Hateful as hell) pleas'd with the reliſh weak, 

Drink on unwarn'd, till, by inchanting cups 

lafatuate, they their wily thoughts diſcloſe, 

And through intemperance grow awhile ſincere. 
The farmer's toil is done; his cades mature 

Now call for vent; his lands exhauſt permit 

1' indulge awhile. Now ſolemn rites he pays. 

To Bacchus; author of heart-cheering mirth. 

His honeſt friends, at thirſty hour of FU 

Come uninvited; he with bounteous hand 

lmparts his Imoking vintage, ſweet reward WY 

Ef his own induſtry; the well-fraught bowl > 

| Circles inceſſant, whilſt the bundle cell. | 

With quavering laugh and rural jeits reſounds. 

Eaſe, and content, and undiflembled love, 

line in each face; the thoughts of labour paſt 

Lncreaſe their joy. As, from retentive cage. 

When ſullen Philomel eſcapes, her notes. 

dhe varies, and of paſt impriſonment. 

breetly complains z her liberty retriev C. 

Cheers her ſad ſoul, improves her pleaſing ſong. 

Cladſame they quaff, yet not exceed the bounds: 

Of tealthy. temperance, nor incroach on night, 

ion of reſt, but, well. bedew'd repair 
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Each to his home, with unſupplanted feet. 
Ere heaven 's emblazon'd by the roſy dawn, 
_ Domeſtic cares awake them; briſk they riſe, 
 Refrgſh'd, and lively with the joys that flow 

From amicable talk, and moderate cups 
| Sweetly interchang'd. The pining lover finds 
Preſent redreſs, and long oblivion drinks 
Of coy Lucinda, Give the debtor wine ; 


His joys are ſhort, and few; yet when he drinks, 


His dread retires, the flowing glaſſes add 
Courage and mirth : magnificent 1 in thought, | 
Imaginary riches he enjoys, | 
And in the gaol expatiates unconſin'd. 
Nor can the poet Bacchus praiſe indite, 5 
Debarr'd his grape: The Muſes ſtill require 
Humid regalement, nor will aught avail 
Imploring Phœbus, with unmoiſten'd lips. 
Thus to the generous bottle all incline, 
By parching thirſt allur d: With vehement ſuns 
When duſty ſummer bakes the crumbling clods, 
How pleaſant is 't, beneath the twiſted arch 
Of a retreating bower, in mid-day's reign 
To ply the ſweet carouſe, remote from noiſe, | 


Secur'd of feveriſh heats! When th' aged year 


Anclines, and Boreas' ſpirit. blufters frore, 


| Beware th' inclement heavens ;. now let thy hearth 
_ Crackle with juiceleſs boughs ; thy lingering blood | 
Now inſtigate with th' apple's powerful ſtreams. Ts 


L Perpetual ſhowers, and ſtormy guſts confine 
The > willing Ronny and e Warns . 


ww 
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To annual jollities ; now ſportive youth 
Carol incondite rhythms, with ſuiting notes, 
And quaver unharmonious ; ſturdy ſwains 
In clean array for ruſtic dance prepare, 
Mixt with the buxom damſels; hand in hand 
They friſk and bound, and various mazes weave, 
Shaking their brawny limbs, with uncouth mien, 
Tranſported, and ſometimes an oblique leer 
Dart on their loves, ſometimes an haſty kiſs 
Steal from unwary laſſes; they with ſcorn, 
And neck reclin'd, reſent the raviſh'd bliſs. 
Meanwhile blind Britiſh bards with volant touch 
Traverſe loquacious ſtrings, whoſe ſolemn notes 
Provoke to harmleſs revels ; theſe 3 
A ſubtle artiſt ſtands, in wondrous bag 
That bears impriſon d winds (of gentler . 
Than thoſe, which erſt Laertes' ſon enclos'd). 
Peaceful they ſleep ; but let the tuneful ſqueeze 
Of labouring elbow rouze them, out they fly 
Melodious, and with ſprightly accents cham. 
Midſt theſe deſports, forget they not to drench 
Themſelves with bellying goblets ; nor, when ſpring ; 
Returns, can they refuſe to uſher in 
The freſh-born year with loud acclaim, and foce 
Of jovial draughts, now, when the ſappy dough 
Attire themſelves with blooms, ſwe cet rudiments | 
Of future harveſt ; When the Gnoſſian crown 
Leads-on expected autumn, and the trees 
Diſcharge their mellow burdens, let them thank | 
Soon NR, that thus annually ſupplies 6: 
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Exhilarates their languid minds, within 
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Their vaults, and with her former liquid gifts _— 


| 'The golden mean confin'd: Beyond there 's nought 


Of health, or pleaſure. Therefore, when may heart 1 
2 5 Dilates with fervent joys, and eager ſoul 


Prompts to purſue the ſparkling glaſs, be FEY 
*Tis time to ſhun it; if thou wilt prolong 
Dire compotation, forthwith reaſon quits 
Her empire to confuſion, and miſrule, _ 
And vain debates ; then twenty tongues at once 
Conſpire in ſenſeleſs jargon, nought is heard 
But din, and various clamor, and mad rant: 
Diſtruſt, and jealouſy to theſe fucceed, 
And anger-kindling taunt, the certain bane 
Of well-knit fellowſhip. Now horrid frays 
Commence; the brimming glaſſes now are bort'd 
With dire intent; bottles with bottles claſh | 
In rude encounter, round their temples fly 


Ihe ſharp-edg'd fragments, down their batter d cheeks | 


Mixt gore and cyder flow. What ſhall we lay bots 
Ot rail: Elpenor, who in evil hour 

_ Dzy'd an immeaſurable bowl, and thought | 
I“ exhale his ſurfeit by irriguous fleep, _ 
Imprudent ? him death's iron-fleep oppreſt, 
Deſcending careleſs from his couch; the fal! 
Luxt his neck-joint, and ſpinal marrow bruis d. 


Nor need we tell what anxious cares attend | 
Ihe turbulent mirth of wine; nor all the kinds 


Of raladies, that lead to Death's grim cave, 0 
V Vegi by 1 en, Jount- Tacking g gout, | 


” . 


5 "Intetn | 
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urine ſtone, and pining atrophy, 

(hill even when the ſun with July heats 
Fries the: ſcorch'd ſoil, and dropſy all-a-float, 
Yet craving liquids : nor the Centaurs tale 

Fe here repeated; how, with luſt and wine 
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uam d, they fought, and ſplit their drunken ſouls 


At feaſting hour. "Ys heavenly Powers that 0 


The Britiſh iles, ſuch dire events remove 

kr from. fair Albion, nor let civil broils 

Ferment from ſocial cups: May we, remote 
From the hoarſe, brazen ſound of war, enjoy 
Our humid products, and with ſeemly drau ghts 
Enkindle mirth, and hoſpitable love. 8 
Too oft, alas! has mutual hatred drench'd 


Our fwords in native blood; too oft has . 8 


And helliſh difcord, and inſatiate thirſt * 
Of others rights, our quiet diſcompos'd. - 


Have we forgot, how fell deſtruction rag'd 1 E, 


Wide-ſpreading, when by Eris' torch incens'd 
Our fathers warr'd? what heroes, ſignaliz d 
For loyalty and proweſs, met their fate 
Untimely, undeſery'd ! how Bertie fell, 


Compton, and Granville, dauntleſs ſons of Mars, 


fit themes of endleſs grief, but that we view 
Their virtues yet ſurviving in their race! 
Can we forget, how the mad, headſtrong rout 


Defy'd their prince to arms, nor made account 


Of faith or duty, or allegiance- worn? 
Apoſtate, atheiſt rebels! bent to ill, 


Vith eming ſanctity, and ee 4 
% 8 Inſtill d 
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| Inſtill'd by bi who firſt preſum'd. * oppoſe 


Omnipotence ; alike their crime, th' event 


Was not alike; theſe triumph'd, and in height 
Of barbarous malice, and inſulting pride, 


Abſtain'd not from imperial blood. O fact 


Unparallel'd! O Charles, O beſt of Kings! 


What ſtars their black diſaſtrous influence ſhed 
On thy nativity, that thou ſhould'ſt fal! 


Thus, by inglorious hands, in this thy realm, 
Supreme and innocent, adjudg'd to death 
By thoſe thy mercy only would have ſav'd! 
Vet was the Cyder-land unſtain'd with guilt; 
The Cyder-land obſequious ſtill to thrones, 
Abhorr'd ſuch baſe diſloyal deeds, and all 
Her pryning-hooks extended into ſwords, 
| Undaunted, to aſſert the trampled rights 
Of monarchy; but, ah! ſucceſsleſs ſhe, 
However faithful! then was no regard 5 
Of right, or wrong. And this, once happy, land, 
By home-bred fury rent, long groan d beneath 
_ 'Tyrannic ſway, till fair revolving years 
Our exil'd Kings and Liberty reſtor d. 
No we exult, by mighty Anna's care 
Secure at home, while ſhe to foreign realm 
| Sends forth her dreadful legions, and reftrains 
The rage of Kings: Here, nobly ſhe ſupports 
| Juſtice oppreſs'd ; here, her victorious arms 
Quell the ambitious : From her hand alone 
All Europe fears revenge, or hopes redreſs. 
Rejoice, O Albion! ſever'd from the world ; 
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By Nature's wiſe indulgence, indigent 

Or nothing from without; in one ſupreme 

Jatirely bleſt; and from beginning time 

Deign'd thus happy; but the fond deſire 

Of rule, and grandeur multiply'd a race 

Ol Kings, and numerous ſceptres introduc'd, 
Deſtructive of the public weal. For now 

Fach potentate, as wary fear, or ſtrength, 

Or emulation urg'd, his neighbour's bounds 

Invades, and ampler territory ſeeks 

With ruinous aſſault; on every plain 

Hoſt cop'd with hoſt, dire was the din of war, 

And ceaſeleſs, or ſhort truce haply procur d 

By havoc, and diſmay, till jealouſy 

Rais'd new combuſtion, Thus was peace in vain 
Sought for by martial deeds, and conflict ſtern; 

Till Edgar grateful (as to thoſe who pine 

A diſmal half. year night, the orient beam 

| Of Phœbus' lamp) aroſe, and into one 

Cemented all the long-contending powers, 

Pacific monarch z_ then her lovely head 
Concord rear'd high, and all around diffus'd 

The ipirit of love. At eaſe, the bards new rung 
Their filent harps, and taught the woods and nales, | 
In uncouth rhythms, to echo Edgar's name. 

Then gladneſs ſmil'd in every eye; the years 

Ran ſmoothly on, productive of a line 

Of wiſe, heroic Kings, that by juſt laws 

Etabliſh'd happineſs at home, or cruſh'd | 
laſalting enemies in fartheſt climes. „%%% 
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See lion-hearted Richard, with his force 
N Drawn from the North, to Jewry's hallow'd plans? | 
Pioufly valiant (like a torrent ſwell'd _ 
With wintery tempeſts, that diſdains all mounds, 
Breaking a way impetuous, and involves 
Within its ſweep, trees, houſes, men) he preſo d 
Amidſt the thickeſt battle, and o'erthrew | 
Whate'er withſtood his zealous rage: no pauſe, 
No ſtay of flaughter, found his vigorous arm, 
But th' unbelieving ſquadrans turn'd to flight 
Smote in the rear, and with diſhoneſt wounds, 
Mangled behind. The Soldan, as he fled, 
Oft call'd on Alla, gnaſhing with deſpite, | 
And ſhame, and murmur'd many an empty curſe. = Y 
| Behold third Edward's ſtreamers blazing high — | 
On Gallia's hoſtile ground! his right withheld Yb 
Awakens vengeance. O imprudent Gauls, 2 
Relying on falſe hopes, thus to incenſe 
The warlike Engliſh ! One important day . 
Shall teach you meaner thoughts. Eager of fight, 
Fierce Brutus' off-ſpring to the adverſe front 
Advance reſiſtleſs, and their deep array + 
Wim furious inroad pierce : the mighty force 
Ot Edward twice o'erturn'd their deſperate King; 
'I'wice he aroſe, and join'd the horrid ſhuck : = 
The third time, with his wide-extended wings, 
le ſugitive declin'd ſuperior ſtrength, | 
: Diſcomfited ; : purſued, in the ſad chace 
Ten thouſand ignominious fall; with blood 


T he vFallies float, 'Great Edward us aveng! 8 
85 Fi 
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With golden Iris his broad ſhield emboſs'd. - A 
Thrice glorious prince ! ! whom Fame with all her 
tongues N 
for ever ſnall reſound. Vet from his loins 
New authors of diſſenſion ſpring ; from him 
Two branches, that in hoſting long contend 
For ſov'ran ſway ; and can ſuch anger dwell | 
In nobleſt minds? but little now avail'd 
The ties of friendſhip; ; every man, as ed | 
By inclination, or vain hope, repair'd EG 
To either camp, and breath'd immortal hate, 
And dire revenge. No horrid Slau ghter reigns; : 
Sons againſt fathers tilt the fatal lance, 
Careleſs of duty, and their native grounds 
Diſtain with kindred blood; the twanging bows 
Send ſhowers of ſhafts, that on their barbed Points 
Alternate ruin bear. Here might you ſee 
Barons, and peaſants on th' embattled field 
Shin, or half-dead, in one huge, ghaſtly heap 
Promiſcuouſly amaſs'd. With diſmal groan, 
And ejulation, in the pangs of death _ 
Some call for aid, neglected ; ſome o erturn d 
In the fierce ſhock, lie gaſping, and expire, 
Trampled by fiery courſers: Horror thus, 
And wild uproar, and deſolation, reign'd + 
Unreſpited. Ah! who at length will end 
"This long, pernicious fray ? what man has Fate 
Reſerv'd for this great work — Hail, happy prince J 
Of Tudor's race, whom in the womb of tine 
Cadwallador forelawl thou : Ln art ts + 1 


- a 


Great 
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5 Great Richmond Henry, that by nuptial rites 
Muſt cloſe the gates of Janus, and remove 
Deſtructive diſcord, Now no more the drum 
Provokes to. arins, or trumpet's clangor ſhrill 
Affrights the wives, or chilk the virgin $ blood ; 
But joy and pleaſure open to the view 
 Vninterruprted | with prefaging ſkill 

Thou to thy own uniteſt Fergus line - 
By wiſe alliance : from. thee James deſcends, 


Heaven's choſen favourite, firſt Britannic Tg: 


To him alone hereditary right 

| Gave power ſupreme ;. yet gil ſome ſeeds remain's 
Of diſcontent : two nations under one, 

In laws and intereſt diverſe, ftill purſued 
Peculiar ends, on each fide reſolute 

To fly conjunction; neither fear, nor hope, 


Nor the ſweet proſpect of a mutual gain, 


Could aught avail, till prudent Anna ſaid, 
Let there be union; ſtrait with reverence HOY 
To her command, they willingly unite, 
One in affection, laws and government, 
Indiſſolubly firm; from Dubris ſouth, 
To Northern Orcades, her long domain. 
And now, thus leagued by an eternal bond, 
What ſhall retard the Britons bold deſigns, 
Or who ſuſtain their force, in union knit, 
Sufficient to withſtand the powers combin'd 
Of all this globe? At this important act 
The Manritanian and Cathaian kings 
Aveady tremble, and th unbaptia d T ak 


Dreads | 
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reads war from utmoſt Thule. Uncontrol'd 
The Britiſh navy through the ocean yaſt 
all wave her double croſs, t' extremeſt climes 
Terrific, and return with odorous ſpoils 
Of Araby well fraught, or Indus wealth, 
Pearl, and barbaric gold: Meanwhile the ſwains 
Shall unmoleſted reap what plenty ſtrows 
from well-ſtor'd horn, rich grain, and timely fruits 
The elder year, Pomona, pleas'd, ſhall deek 
With ruby-tinctur'd births, whoſe liquid ſtore 
Abundant, flowing in well-blended ſtreams, 
The natives ſhall applaud ; while glad they talk 
Of baleful ills, caus'd by Bellona's wrath 
ln other realms ; where'er the Britiſh ſpread 
Triumphant banners, or their fame has reach'd 
Diffuſive, to the utmoſt bounds of this 
Vide univerſe, Silurian cyder borne 
dall pleaſe all taſtes, and triumph o'er the vine. 
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40 per 8 De inieris | 1 
os eee eſt liber oh care ; baron, 


F Engliſh ripple, and the potent grain, 
Which in the conclave of Celeſtial Powers 
Bred fell debate, ſing, Nymph of heavenly em, 
Who on-the hoary top of Pen-main-maur 
Merlin the ſeer didſt viſit, whilſt he fate 
With aſtrolabe prophetic, to foreſee 

Young actions ifluing from the Fates Divan. 


Full of thy power infus'd by nappy ALE, 


Darkling he watch'd the planetary orbs, 
In their obſcure ſojourn o'er heaven's high cope, 
Nor ceas'd till the gray dawn with orient dew _ 
Impearl'd his large muſtachoes, deep enſconc'd 
Beneath his over-ſhadowing orb of hat, 
And ample fence of elephantin noſe. 
| Scornful of keeneſt polar winds, or fleet, 
Or hail, ſent rattling down from wintery Jove. 
{Vain efforts on his ſeven-fold mantle, made 
Of Catedonian rug, immortal woof!) 


* This poem is taken from a folio copy, 1706, communicated] 


from the Lambeth Library by Dr. Ducarel, in which the name 


| of Philips was inſerted in the hand-writing of Abp. Teniſon. 
| It Was publiſhed by T. Bennet, the Bookſeller for whom 


- 88 Blenheim” was printed : another ſtrong opens ach proof of 
-this being by thotkns author. N. 


Sich 
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duch energy of ſoul to raiſe the ſong, 
beign, Goddeſs, now to me; nor then withdraw 
Thy ſure preſiding power, but guide my wing, 
Which nobly meditates no vulgar flight. 

Now from th' enſanguin'd Iſter's reeking flood 
Tardy with many a corſe of Boian knight, 
And Gallic deep ingulft, with barbed ſteeds 
promiſcuous, Fame to high Olympus flew, 
hearing th' expanſe of heaven with active Plume 3 5 
Nor ſwifter from Plinlimmon's ſteepy top 
The ſtaunch Gerfaulcon through the buxom air. 
Stoops: on the ſteerage of his wings, to truſs 
The quarry, hern, or mallard, newly ſprang 
From creek, whence bright Sabrina bubbling forth, 
Runs faſt a Nais through the flowery meads, _ 
To ſpread round Uriconium's towers her ſtreams. 
Her golden trump the goddeſs ſounded thrice, 

Whoſe ſhrilling clang reach'd heaven's extremeſt ſphere. 
Rouz'd at the blaſt, the gods with winged ſpeed 
To learn the tidings came, on radiant thrones 
With fair 8 and impreſſes quaint 
Enblazou'd o'er they ſate, devis' d of old 
By Mulciber, nor ſmall his {kill I ween. | 
There ſhe relates what Churchill” s arm had w revoke. 
On Blenheim's bloody plain. Up Bacchus role, . 
By his plump cheek and barrel belly known, 2 
The pliant tendrils of a juicy vine 
Around his roſy brow in ringlets curl'd; 
And! in his hand a bunch of grapes he held, 


The enfigns of the god! with ardent tone = 
Vor. XVII. | Th : "Fe 


vs, 
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| He mov'd, that ſtraight the nectar'd bowl ſhould flow, 
Devote to Chufchill's health, and o'er all heaven | 


Uncommon orgies ſhould be kept till eve, 
Till all were ſated with immortal mouſt, 
Delicious tipple! that, in heavenly veins 
Aſſimilated, vigorous ichor bred, 
Superior to Frontiniac, or Bourdeaux, 
Or old Falern, Campania's beſt increaſe ; 
Or the more dulcet juice the happy iſles 

From Palma or Forteventura fend, 


Joy fluſh'd on every face, and pleaſing glee. 0 


| Inward aſſent diſcover'd, till uproſe 
Ceres, not blithe, for marks of latent woe 
Dim on her viſage Jour'd : ſuch her n 


When Arethufa from her reedy TW 


Told her how Dis young Proſerpine had rap d, 
To ſway his iron ſceptre, and command 
In gloom tartareous half his wide domain, 


| "Then, fighing, thus the fad“ Have I ſo long 


_ Employ'd my various art, t enrich the lap 
Of Earth, all-bearing mother; and my lore 

| Communicated to the unweeting hind, 

And ſhall not this pre-eminence obtain?“ 
Then from beneath her Tyrian veſt ſhe took 
The bearded ears of grain ſhe moſt admir'd, 


Which gods call Chrithe, in terreſtrial ſpeeck 


Ey: cleped Barley. *Tis to this, ſhe cry d, 
The Britiſh cohorts owe their martial fame 
And far-redoubted proweſs, ma: chleſs youth! 
This, when returning from the fougbten field, 


on 


Ir 


CEREALTA 323 


0: Norie, or Therian, feam'd with fears, | 
Gad ſignatures of many a dreadful gaſh!) 
The veteran, carouſing, ſoon reſtores 
Piſance to his arm, and ftrings his nerves! 
And, as a ſnake, when firſt the roſy hours 
4 vernal ſweets o'er every vale and mead, 


Rolls tardy from his cell obſcure and dank; 


But, when by genial rays of ſummer ſun 
Purg'd of his ſlough, he nimbly thrids the brake, 35 


Vypetting his ſting, his creſted head he rears 


Terrific, from each eye retort he ſhoots 

Fnſanguin' d rays, the diftant ſwains admire 

His various neck, and ſpires bedropt with gold: 

do at each glaſs the harraſs'd warriour feels 

Vigour renate; his horrent arms he takes, 7 

And ruſting faulchion, on whoſe ample hilt 

long Victory ſate dormant ; ſoon ſhe Makes * 

Her drowly wings, and follows to the war, | 
Vith ſpeed ſuccinct; where ſoon his martial port 
the recognizes, whilſt he haughty ſands 
On the rough edge of battle, and beſtows 

Wide torment on the ferried files, fo us d, 

Frequent in bold emprize, to work ſad rout, 

And havock dire; theſe the bold Briton mows, 
Dauntleſs as Deities exempt from fate, 

Ardent to deck his brow with mural gold, 

Or civic wreath of oak, the victor's meed. 

duch is the power of ale with vines embower' "FEY 
While dangling bunches court his thirſting bo; 


Mullen he lits, and ſighing ofts extols | 
Y 2 . The 
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The beverage they quaff, whoſe happy ſoil | 


Prolific Dovus laves, or Trenta's urn * 
Adorns with waving Chrithe (joyous ſcenes The 
Of vegetable gold.!) ſecure they dwell, | 15 10 
Nor feel th' eternal ſnows that cloath their cliffs: 10 
Nor curſe th' inclement air, whoſe horrid face I 
Scov!s like that Arctic heaven, that drizzling ſheds Patic 

- Perpetual winter on the frozen ſkirts Neſt 


Of Scandinavia and the Baltic main, 
Where the young tempeſts firſt are taught to roar, + 
Snug in their ſtraw-built huts, or darkling earth's | 
In cavern'd rock they live (ſmall need of art 
To form ſpruce architrave, or cornice quaint, | 
On Parian marble, with Corinthian grace 
Prepar'd) there on well-fuel'd hearth they chat, | 
Whilſt black pots walk the round with laughing ae 1 
. Surcharg 'd; or brew'd in planetary hour, 
When March weigh'd night and day in equal ſcale; | 
Or in October tunn'd, and mellow grown 
With ſeven revolving ſuns, the racy juice, 
Strong with delicious flavour, ſtrikes the ſenſe, 
Nor wants on vaſt circumference of board, 
Of Arthur's imitative, large ſurloin 


Of ox, or virgin-heifer, wont to browſe 
The meads of Longovicum (fattening ſoil _ | i 
| Replete with clover-graſs, and foodful ſhrub), Ss 
Planted with ſprigs of roſemary it Sande,” T 


Meet paragon (as far as great with ſmall _ 
May correſpond) for ſome Panchzan hill, Fn 
Embrown'd with ſultry ſkies, thin-ſet with palm, 


And 
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Ind olive rarely interſpers'd, whoſe ſhade. | 
teens hoſpitably from the Tropic Crab 
The quiver'd Arabs' vagrant clan, that waits 
idious ſome rich caravan, which fares. _ 
Io Mecca, with Barbaric gold full fraught. : 

Thus Britain's hardy ſons, of ruſtic mould,. 
Prient of arms, till quaſh th' aſpiring Gaul, 
Beſt by my boon : which when they ſlightly prize, 
ould they, with high defence of triple braſs 


W Wideecircling, live immur'd (as erſt was tried 


Br Bacon's charms, on which the ſickening moon 
Look d wan, and chearleſs mew'd her creſcent horns: 
Vhilt Nemogorgon heard his ſtern beheſt) 
Thrice the prevailing power of Gallia's arms 
Gould there reſiſtleſs ravage, as of old 
Great Pharamond,. the founder of her fame, | 
Ks wont, when firſt. his marſhal'd peerage paſs'd. 
The ſubject Rhene.. What though Britannia boaſts. 
Herſelf a world, with ocean circumfus'd? 
lis Ale that warms her.ſons t' aſſert her claim 
And with full volley makes her naval tubes 
Thunder diſaſtrous doom to opponent powers! 

Nor potent only to enkindle Mars, | 
And fire with knightly proweſs recreant. ſouls: 
lt ſcience can.encourage, , and excite. 
The mind to ditties blithe, and charming ſong. 
Thou, Pallas, to my ſpeech juſt witneſs bear: 
How oft haſt thou thy votaries beheld  _ 
at Crambo merry met, and hymning ſhril! 
With voice harmonic each, whilſt others friſk. 

* 3 „„ In 


That crowds his gonfalon of ſeven foot ſize; 
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In mazy dance, or Ceſtrian gambols ſhew, 
Elate with mighty joy, when to the brim 
Chritheian nectar crown'd the lordly bowl, 
(Equal to Neſtor's ponderous cup, which aſk'd 
A hero's arm to mount it on the board, _ 
Ere he th' embattail'd Pylians led, to quel! 
The pride of Dardan youth in hoſting dire). 
Or if, with front unbleſs'd, came towering in 
Proctor armipotent, in ſtern deport 
| Reſembling turban'd Turk, when high he wields 
His ſcimeter with huge two-handed ſway. 
Alarm'd with threatening accent, harſher far 3 
Than that ill-omen'd ſound the bird of night, | 
With beak uncomely bent, from dodder'd oak ; 
. Screams out, the ſick man's trump of doleful doom: | 
Thy jocund ſons confront the horrid van, 


And with their rubied faces ſtand the foez; 
| Whilſt they of ſober guiſe contrive retreat, 
And run with ears erect; as the tall ſtag 
Unharbour'd by the wood-man quits his layre, 
And flies the yerning pack which cloſe purſue, 
So they not bowſy dread th' approaching foe: | 
They run, they fly, till flying on obſcure, Mc 
Night-founder'd in town-ditches ſtagnant gurge, | 
Soph rowls on Soph promiſcuous. —Caps aloof 
Quadrate and circular confus'dly fly, 
The ſport of fierce Norwegian tempeſts, tot 
Buy Thraſcia's coadjutant, and the roar 
Of loud Euroclydon's tumultuous ouſts, . 
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Che ſaid : the fire of Gods and men ſupreme, | 
With aſpect bland, attentive | audience gave,. 
Then nodded awful : from his ſhaken locks. 
\nbrofial fragrance flew ; the ſignal given 
y Ganymede the ſkinker ſoon was ken d. 
With Ale he Heaven's capacious goblet crown'd, 
To Phrygian mood Apollo tun'd his. Ire, 
The Muſes ſang alternate, all carous'd,. 
bit Bacchus OTE * tht afſembled tains 


BACHANALIAN $ONG. 


BY MR. PHILIPS®. 


OME, fill me a glass, fill ĩt high, 
A bumper, a bumper I Il hare: 
le 's a a foot that will flinch; I Il not bate an inch, 
Though I drink myſelf into my grave. 


Here 's a health to all thoſe jolly fouls, _ 

| Who like me will never give o'er, [bowls, 
Whom no danger controuls, but will take off their 
And merrily ſtickle for more. 


Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak foes, - 


I ſcorn to obey her command; 
Could ſhe ever ſuppoſe I'd be led * the noſe, 
And let my laſs idly ſtand ? 


£ How many circumſtances, 1 have little doubt but this « con- 
vivial ſong was by the author of © The Splendid Shilling.” There 
vas, however, an earlier poet, of both the names of this author; 
who was nephew to Milton, and wrote ſome memoirs of bis 
ude, and ſeveral burleſque: poems. * e 


Y + | Reputation 3 
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Reputation 's a bugbear to fools, 
A foe to the joys of dear drinking, 5 
Made uſe of by tools, who d ſet us new TY 
And bring us to politic thinking. 


Fill them all, I I have ſix i in a hand, 
For I ve trifled an age away 
is in vain to command, the fleeting ſand 
Rolls on, and cannot day. 


Come, my lads, move the claſs, arink about, 
We ll drink the univerſe dry; 

We ll ſet foot to foot, and drink it all out, 
Ae once we grow wer we die. h 


[329 ] 


OT ENT xs 


R. Philips's deſigned Dedication. to the 
Splendid Shilling Page 235 
The Splendid Shilling 239 
Blenheim — - 2 "66 
Ode ad Henricum St. John, A 1706 "268 
An Ode to Henry St. John, Eſquire, 8 0. 
Cyder, Bock II — 2609 
Cyder. Book I. J 297 
Cerealia - SPY 


Pchrnalian Song, By Mr. Philips 8 32% 


3 2 


0 7 4 
2 , 3 2 — 1 - "—_ > 2 2 _ a * * — 322 
* rr 8 1 * A 8 * - Ap : ——= 52 * * 4 s n > * — - 5 aw S" ** 2 Fe ” 
IV — - . * _ 2 2 EW | 5 - & * — 2 12 — - — II 2 2 = SE. ES, — . 2 
: . ” = b — >", Sa _ ” 9x” NT ——— * * = fy W —_y L * = — . — 1 — 8 — 2-4 EE IS. 25 — 8 5 — 2 5 
5 = . - =F — — = Oo RP &% 7 &— + 4 | bx - — = = - " - . - = —_ —_y . — = 5 : 
l l _ . = l — =_ 1 == wo —— W oat ur ——— — — — — — —— - : m_ — — - — 27 2 —_— co — 2 2 by 7 D == —_ — * 


nE 


lo 


fa 


FER KRK T A C 5 E. 

T 15 Joon fo ho] among modern authors to write 
prefaces, that a man is thought rude to his reader, 
| rho does not give him ſome account een of 
phat he 18 to expect i in the book. Fe ey 

The greateſt part of this collection conſiſts of amo- 
ous verſes. Thoſe who are converſant with the writ« 
ings of the ancients, will obſerve a great difference be- 
een what they and the moderns have publiſhed upon 
this ſubject. The occaſions upon which the poems of 
the former are written, are ſuch as happen to every man 
almoſt that is in love; and the thoughts ſuch, as are 
natural for every man in love to think. The moderns, 
on the other hand, have ſought out for occaſions that 
none meet with but themſelves; and fill their verſes 


with thoughts that are ſurprizing and glittering, but 9 


not tender, paſſionate, or natural to a man in love. 

To judge which of theſe two are in the right; we 
ought to conſider the end that people propoſe in writing 
love verſes: and that I take not to be the getting 
lame or admiration from the world, but the obtaining 
the love of their miſtreſs; and the beſt way I conceive _ 
to make her love you, is to convince her that you love 
ter, Now this certainly is not to be done by forced 
conceits, far-fetched fimilies, and ſhining points ; but 
by a true and lively repreſentation of the pains and 


Wort tending ſuch a 1 


— WS, | 
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cc 


Si vis me flere, dolendum eſt 
* Primum jp tibi, tunc tua me infortunia laden. „ 


I would as ſoon believe a widow i in 1 great grief for 


ber huſband, becauſe I ſaw her dance a corant about It 
his coffin, as believe a man in love with his miſtreſs or” 
his writing ſuch verſes as ſome great * wits hare what 
done upon theirs oecal 
I am fatiafied that Catullus, Tibullus, gene a 

and Ovid, were in love with their miſtreſſes while they! tare 

_ upbraid them, quarrel with them, threaten them, and de 


forſwear them; but I confeſs I cannot believe Petrarch 
in love with his, when he writes conceits upon her name, 
her gloves, and the place of her birth. I know it is} 
natural for a lover, in tranſports of jealouſy, to treat! 
his miſtreſs with all the violence imaginable ; but I 
cannot think tt natural for a man, who is much in lore, 
to amuſe himſelf with ſuch trifles as the other. I am 
pleaſed with Tibullus, when he ſays, he could live in 
a deſart with his miſtreſs where never any human foot- 
Reps appeared, becauſe I doubt not but he really thinks 
what he ſays: but I confeſs I can hardly forbear laugb- 
ing when Petrarch tells us, he could live without any 
other ſuſtenance than his miſtreſs's looks. I can very 
ceeaſily believe a man may love a woman ſo well as to de 
| fire no company but hers; but I can never believe 

man can love a woman ſo well as to have no need of 
meat and drink if he may look upon her. The firſt is 
a thought ſo natural for a lover, that there is no man 
really i in love, but thinks the fame thing; | the other is 


not 
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i the thought of a man in love, cr nn whe 


tat indeed my RS * while be had really none 
gt all, 


man who will but give himſelf the trouble to compare 
tacch only, as being by much the moſt famous of all 
world ; for people, ſeeing the great credit he had, and 


the right or not. 
There are no modern writers 5 WR RG who hw 


of Mr. Waller; nothing more gay or ſprightly than thoſe 


karning than Mr. Cowley's. However, it may be ob- 
kried, that among all theſe, that ſoftneſs, tenderneſs, 


wolt proper for love · verſes, is wanting: and at the ſame 


would impoſe upon us with a pretended love (and | 


It would be endleſs to 8 this point; and any 


what the ancients and moderns have ſaid upon the ſame 
gecaſions, will ſoon perceive the advantage the former 
he over the others. I have choſen to mention Pe- 


the moderns who have written love-verſes : and it is, 
indeed, the great reputation which he has gotten, that 
has given encouragement to this falſe ſort of wit in the 
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tus indeed to this day, not only in Italy, but over 
il Europe, have ſatisfied themſelves with the imitation 
of him, never n Whether the yy he took was 


— Mn — — — 


ſueceeded better in love - verſes than the Engliſn; and 

i is indeed juſt that the faireſt ladies ſhould inſpire the 
bet poets. Never was there a more copious fancy or 
greater reach of wit than what appears in Dr. Donne; 
nothing can be more gallant or genteel than the poems 


of Sir John Suckling ; and nothing fuller of variety and 


ad violence of paſſion, which the ancients thought 
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time that we muſt allow Dr. Donne to have heen a ver 
great wit; Mr. Waller a very gallant writer; Sir Joy 
Suckling a very gay one; and Mr, Cowley a great genius 
yet methinks I can hardly fancy any one of them tf 
have been a very great lover. And it grieves me thaf 
the ancients, who could never have handſomer wome 
than we have, ſhould nevertheleſs be ſo much more if 
love than we are. But it is probable the great reaſof 
of this may be the cruelty of our ladies; for a ma : 
muſt be imprudent indeed to let his paſſion take ven 
deep root, when he has no reaſon to expect any ſort off 
return to it. And if it be ſo, there ought to be # 
petition made to the fair, that they would be pleaſe | 
ſometimes to abate a little of their rigour for the propal 

_ gation of good verſe. I do not mean that they mould 
Confer their favours upon none but men of wit, thaf 
would be too great a conſinement indeed; but that the [ 

' would admit them upon the ſame foot with other people 
and if they pleaſe now and then to make the experiment 
I fancy they will find entertainment neg from th 
very variety of it. . i 
| There are three ſorts of poems hos are proper for love i 
paſtorals, elegies, and lyric verſes; under which lat 
I comprehend all ſongs, odes, ſonnets, madrigals, and 
ſtanzas. Of all theſe, paſtoral is the loweſt, and, upol 
that account, perhaps moſt proper for love; fince if 
is the nature of that paſſion, to render the ſoul fon 
and humble. Theſe three ſorts of poems ought to diff 
fer, not only in their numbers, but in the deſigns, ang 
in N nun of them. "Though we have no diff 


ferench 
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tobe looſer and not ſo ſonorous as the other; the thoughts 
more imple, more eaſy, and more humble. The de- 
ſon ought to be the repreſenting the life of a ſhepherd, 


that ſort of life: f6r though I know our maſters, 
Theocritus and Virgil, have not always conformed in 
this point of innocence; Theocritus, in his Daphnis, 


in him. 
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rence between the verks of bier! and elegy i in the 
nodern languages, yet the numbers of the firſt ou ght 


not only by talking of ſheep and fields, but oy ſhowing 85 
i the truth, fincerity, and innocence, that accompanies 


having made his love too wanton, and Virgil, in his 
Alexis, placed his pailion upon a boy; yet (if we may 
be allowed to cenſure thoſe whom we muſt always 
reverence) I take both thoſe things to be faults in their a 
poems, and ſhould have been better pleaſed with the 
Alexis if it had been made to a woman; and with the 
Daphnis, if he had made his ſhepherds more modeſt, 
When I give humility and modeſty as the character of 
paltoral, it is not, however, but that a ſhepherd may 
be allowed to boaſt of his pipe, his ſongs, his flocks, 
and to ſhew a contempt of his rival, as we ſee both 
Theocritus and Virgil do. But this muſt be Kill in 
ſuch a manner as if the occaſion offered itſelf, and was 
not ſought, and proceeded rather from the violence of 
the ſhepherd's . chan any natural pride or malice = 


1 
4 

by 

2 1 F. 

1 

8 174 

1 TY 
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1 * 
if 


There ought to * the ſame differenct obſerved be- . 
tween paſtorals and elegies as between the life of the 
country and the court. In the firſt, love ought to be 
repreſented as among ſhepherds, in the other as among 

Vor. XVII. e 8 gentlemen. 
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_ gentlemen. They ought to be ſmooth, clear, tender MM 
and paſſionate. The thoughts may be bold, more gay, nt 
and more elevated, than in paſtoral. The paſſions they F nuf 
repreſent, either more gallant or more violent, and leg beer 
innocent than the others. The ſubjects of them, prayers, . forr 
Praiſes, expoſtulations, quarrels, reconcilements, threat. 5 
nings, jealouſies, and in — all the natural effects e. 
of love. um 
Lyricks may be allowed to handle all the ſame fubjeas MT in 
with elegy, but to do it however in a different manner. Ml ; | 
An elegy ought to be ſo entirely one thing, and every in 
verſe ought ſo to depend upon the other, that they tho 
ſhould not be _ to ſubſiſt alone; or, to make uſe of be. 


1 
the words of a great modern vr there muſt be I 


5 Bf — a Juſt —— made 
2 Between each thought, and the whole model laid, q 
1 80 right, that every ſtep may higher riſe, _ 
5 Like . mountains, till they reach the Kies,” ; 


| Lyricks, on the other hand, ho gh they ought t 0 
make one body as well as the other, yet may conſiſt off 
parts that are entire of themſelves. It being a rule i in 
modern languages, that every ſtanza ought to make up] 
Aa complete ſenſe without running into the other. Fre- | 
quent ſentences, which are accounted faults in elegies, 
are beauties here. Beſides this, Malherbe, and the French , 55 
poets after him, have made it a rule in the ſtanzas c oy 


fx lines, to make a 1 at the third; and! in whole of | 


„ Lord Mulgrave 55 56555 
. ten} 
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n lines, at the third and the ſeventh, And it muſt be 
confeſt that this exactneſs renders them much more 
muſical and harmonious; though they have not always 
teen ſo religious in 1 the . rule as 
former. oy e | : 
But I am enga ed in a very vain, or à very fooliſh 5 
kelgn: thoſe who are critics, it would be a pre- : 
ſumption in me to pretend I could inſtruct; and to in- 
ſruct thoſe who are not, at the ſame time L write myſelf, = 

is (if I may be allowed to apply another: man's 
mile) like ſelling arms to an enemy in time of war: 
tough there ought, perhaps, to be more indulgence 
ſhewn-to things of. love and gallantry than any others, 
tecauſe they are generally written when people are 
young, and intended for ladies who are not ſuppoſed to 
be very old; and all young people, eſpecially of the fair 
ſex, are more taken with the livelineſs of fancy, than 
the correctneſs: of judgment. It may be alſo obſerved, 
tat to write of love well, a: man muſt be really in 
bre;. and to correct his writings: well, he muſt be out 


"oi © love again. I am. well enough ſatisfied I may be 
„nn circumſtances of writing of love, but I am almoſt in 
ol &hair.of ever being in circumſtances of correcting it. 
. This 1 hope may be a: reaſon for the fair and the 
„bung to paſs over ſome of the faults; and as for the 

+ WJ gove and wiſe, all the favour. I ſhall beg of them is, 


that they would not read them. Things of this nature 
ue calculated only for the former. If love-verſes work 
upon the ladies, a man will not trouble himſelf with 
What the critics ſay © of them: and if they do not, all 

| Z 2 | the 
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the commendations the critics can give TH will! nd 

but very little amends. All I ſhall ſay for theſe trifel 
1s, that I pretend not to vie with any man whatſoever | 
I doubt not but there are ſeveral now living wha are f 
able to write better on all ſubjects than I am upon any 1 
one: but 1 will take the boldneſs to ſay, that there 
is no one man among them all who ſhall be readier to 1 
acknowledge his own faults, or to do Juſtice to the f 


merits of other pore, 


15 p 0 E M J 
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0, little book; 1 to the vals 1 impart | 
The faithful image of an amorous heart: 
Thoſe who love's dear deluding pains have known, „ 
May in my fatal ſtories read their own. . 

Thoſe. who have liv'd from all its torments free, 
May find the thing they never felt, by me. 

Perhaps, advis'd, avoid the gilded bait, 
And, warn'd by my example, ſhun my fate. 
While with calm joy, ſafe landed on the coaſt, 
| view the waves on which I once was toſt. 
Love 1s a medley of endearments, Jars,. 
uſpictons, quarrels, reconcilements, wars; 
Then peace again. Oh! would it not be beſt. 
To chace the fatal poiſon from our breaſt? _ 
But, ſince ſo few can live from paſſion free, 
Happy the man, and only happy he, 

3 4 


I fear no ſtorms but what Celinda moves. 
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Who with ſuch lucky ſtars begins his love, 
That his cool judgment does his choice approve, 
Ill-grounded paſſions quickly wear away; 

What 's built upon eſteem can ne'er decay. 


JV 
THE UN REWAR DED LOVER, | 


T E the dull Merchant curſe his angry fat, 

| And from the winds and waves his fortune wait: F 

Let the loud Lawyer break his brains, and be ; 

A ſlave to wrangling coxcombs, for a fee: 

| Let the rough Soldier fight his prince's foes, 
And for a livelihood his life expoſe : | 

I wage no war, I plead no cauſe, but Love' S; 


And what grave cenſor can my choice defpiſe? | 
But here, fair charmer, here the difference lies: | 
'The Merchant, after all his hazards 1 5 
Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at laſt; 

The Soldier high in his king's favour flands, 

And, after having long obey'd, commands; 

The Lawyer, to reward his tedious care, 

| Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar: 
While I take pains to meet a fate more hard, 
And reap no fruit, no favour, no reward, 


: , 1 4 
5 1 . 
\ * > — by * x EP = 
* ol 


tw 1 


VRITTE N 1 * 4 LA vr's T ABLE-BOOK, 


11 what firange raptures would my ſoul he 


bleſt, 

Were but hes book an emblem of het breaſt! an 
ks I from that all former marks efface, 

And, uncontrol'd, put new ones in their Place; 
oo might I chace all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the ftead impart, 

But, ah ! how ſhort the bliſs would prove, if he 
Who ſeiz'd it next, might do the ſame by me! 


THE POWER or VERSE 


10 HIS MISTRESS. : 


Wu HIL E choſe bright eyes ſubdue where er r you : 


will, 

And, as you pleaſe, can either ſave ot kill; 
What youth ſo bold the conqueſt to deſign? 
What wealth ſo great to purchaſe hearts like tine! i 
None but-the Muſe that privilege can elaim, 
And what you give in love, return in fame, 
Riches and titles with your life muſt end z _ 
Nay, cannot ev 'n in life your fame defend : 3. 
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| Verſe can give fame, can fading beauties ſave, 
And, after death, redeem them from the grave: . 


Embalm'd in verſe, through diſtant times they come, q 


Preſerv'd, like bees within an amber tomb, 
Poets (like monarchs on an Eaftern throne, 
| Reftrain'd by nothing but their will alone) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly . 
And, as they pleaſe, give infamy or fame. 
In vain the“ Tyrian Queen reſigns her life, 
For the bright glory of a ſpotleſs wife, 
If lying bards may falſe amours rehearſe, 
And blaſt her name with arbitrary verſe ; 
While + one, who all the abſence of her lord 
Had her wide courts with preſſing lovers ſtor'd, 
Vet, by a Poet grac'd, in deathleſs rhymes, 
Stands a chaſte pattern to ſucceeding times, 
With pity then the Muſes” friends ſurvey, 
Nor think your favours there are thrown away; 
Wiſely like ſced on fruitful ſoil they re thrown, 
To bring large crops of glory and renown ; 
For as the ſun, that in the marſhes breeds 


Nothing but nauſeous and unwholſome weeds, 3 ol 


With the ſame rays, on rich and pregnant earth, 
To pleaſant flowers and uſeful fruits gives birth: 
So favours caſt on fools get only ſhame, > 
On Poets ſhed, produce eternal fame; 

Their generous breaſts warm with a genial fire, 


5 And more than all the Muſes can inſpire. 


* Dido. 8 + Penelope. 


JEALOUSY, | 


"T0 T 


TCA LOUDLY 


Ho could more happy, who more bleſt could live, 
Than they whom kind, whom amorous paſſions 
move? LY 5 
What crowns, what empires, greater joys. could give, 
Than the ſoft chains, the ſlavery of Love? 
Were not the bliſs too often croſt 
By that unhappy, vile diſtruſt, 
That gnawing . that anxious fear, that dangerous 
malady. ” 7 
That terrible rormenting rage, that madneſs, lag. 5 


| ". 
In vain Celinda boaſts ſhe has how true, 
In vain ſhe ſwears ſhe keeps untouch'd her r charms z 3 
Dire Jealoufy does all my pains renew, 
And repreſents her in my rival's arms: 

His ſighs I hear, his looks I view, 

1 ſee her damn'd advances too; : 
[ee her ſmile, I ſee her kiſs; and, oh! methinks I ſee 
Her give up all thoſe j Joys 1 to in, ſhe ſhould reſerve ; 

for me. 

Ct | III. 
Pl Fair- one! canſt thou hear my Sroans? 2 
Canſt thou behold theſe tears that fill my eyes? 
And yet, unmov'd by all my pains, my moans. 
Into another's s arms W my prize? 
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If merit could not gain your love, 
My ſufferings might your pity move; 


| Might hinder you * addin 8 — » by jealous tene 


more 


New pangs to one whom hopeleſs love had ee 00 


| much before. 


Think not, falſe 5 1 fury to out-ſtorm : . 
1 ſcorn your anger, and deſpiſe your frown : 
Dreſs up your rage in its moſt hideous form, - 
It will not move my heart when love is flown ; ; 
No, though you from my kindneſs fly, 
©, My vengeance you ſhall ſatisfy: 8 


The Muſe, that would have 825 1 parte, fhll now} ] 


_ alond proclaim 


z To the malicious 1 ſpitef ul world, your infamy and ſhane, | 


V. 


5 To Gods! 5 the weeps ; "Jabal that falling ſhower! | 


See how her eyes are quite difſoly'd in tears! 
Can ſhe in vain that precious torrent pour? 
Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears: 
I was Pity ſure that made it flow: · 

For the ſame pity, ſtop it now; | 


For every charming, heavenly drop that from thoſe eyes 


does part, 


1s paid with ſtreams of blood, that guſh from my o'er- | 


flowing heart. 
£1 VI. 
Yes, I will love; I will believe you Wu, 5 
And raiſe my paſſions up as high as e'er; 


Nay, Ill believe you falſe, yet love you too, a 
Let the leaſt ſign of penitence appear, TI 
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In frame excuſes for your fault, 
Think you ſurpriz d, or meanly cau ght; | 
Nay in the fury, in the height of that abhorr'd embrace, 
Believe you thou ht, believe at _—_ you wiſh'd, me in 
8 — 
0, le the fie whole ages in thoſe arms, 
And on that boſom lull afleep my cares : 
Forgive thoſe fooliſh fears of fancy'd harms 
That ſtab. my ſoul, while they but move thy te tears; : 
And think, unleſs I lov'd thee ſt ill, 
I had not treated thee ſo ill; 
For theſe rude pangs of . are much more certain 
- Hong 
Of love, than all the tender words an | amorous fancy : 
coins. . 5 
Pk: EE vu. BN 
Torment 1 me <a this horrid 8 more; 1 
Oh ſmile, and grant one reconciling kiſs! 
Ye Gods, ſhe 's kind! I'm ecftacy all oer! 
My ſoul 's too narrow to contain the bliſs. 
Thou pleafing torture of my breaſt, 
dure thou wert fram'd to plague my reſt, | 
Since both the III and Good IM G0, alike my peace | 
_ deſtroy ; | 


That kills me with exceſs ft grief, this with exceſs 
185 "Ow „ . 
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HAT tortures can there be in hell, 
Compar'd to what fond lovers feel, 
"Whes, doating on ſome tair-one's NG. 


As lions, though they once were tame, 
| Yet if ſharp wounds their rage inflame, 
Lift up their ſtormy voices, roar, 
And tear the keepers they obey'd before. 


So fares the lover when his breaſt 
By jealous phrenzy is poſſeſt; e 
Forſwears the nymph for whom hs beak. 


But when the fair refolres his Joube, - 
The love comes in, the fear goes out; 
The cloud of Jealouſy 's diſpell d, 


55 And the bright ſun of innocence reveal d. 


Wich what ſtrange raptures is he bleſtl 
Raptures too great to be expreſt, 
Though hard the torment 's to endure, 
Who would not have the ſickneſs for the cure? 


CURE OF JEALOUSY, 


. They think ſhe yields them to Weir rival 8 arms? 5 0 


Yet ſtraight to her whom he forſwears retums. 15 


TI 39] 


I H A T ln this bugbear Death that $ worth 0 our 


" CUT - | 
After a life in pain and ſorrow . 
Alter deluding hope and dire deſpair, 
Death only gives us quiet at the laſt, 


How ſtrangely are our love and hate miſplac al 
Freedom we ſeek, and yet from freedom flee ; | 

Courting thoſe tyrant · ſins that chain us faſt, 
And ſhunning Death, that only ſets us free. 


"Tis not a fooliſh fear of future pains, . 
{Why ſhould they fear who keep their ſouls from hs 5 
That makes me dread thy terrors, Death, to {ce : : 
lis not the Toſs of riches, or of fame, 5 
Or the vain toys the vulgar pleaſures name; 
Tis nothing, LOW, but the W thee. 


ST TY 

7 To 1 5 | FA 5 RESS. © 
TELL A, your tricks will now no longer paſs, | 

And I'm no more the fool that once I Was. 


* my happier rival does obtain 
a the valt bliſs for which I 8 in vain. 


} 


4 
*WY 
2 
| 
1 
1 
15 
4 
L 


Or having ſeen, why did I know the reſt? 
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Him, VEL you love, to me you uſe your art; Va 

I had your: —_ another had your heart: An 

| To me you re ſick, to me of ſpies afraid; An 
He finds your ſickneſs gone, your ſpies betray'd; Fir 
I ſigh beneath your window all the night; | BY 

He in your arms poſſeſſes the delight. —_ 4K 
I know you treat me thus, falſe fair, 1 d 3 a 
And, oh! what plagues me worſe, he abr it too; Bj 
To him my ſighs are told, my letters ſnown, | I 
And all my pains are his diverſion grown, Ar 
Vet, ſince you could ſuch horrid treaſons act, Ar 
I'm pleas'd you choſe out him to do the fact: Fo 
His vanity does for my wrongs atone,. Te 
And 'tis by that I have your falſchood bonn. I 
What ſhall I do! for, treated at this rate, by 
L muſt not love, and yet I cannot. hate: :. I! 


I hate the actions, but I love the face 

Oh, were thy virtue more, or beauty leſs! 

I'm all confuſion, and my ſoul.'s on fire, 
Torn by contending reaſon and defire; 
This bids me love, that bids me love give o'er;. 

One counſels beſt, the other. pleaſes more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault, 
But, oh! I cannot do the thing I ought. 
Canſt thou, mean wretch ! caſt thou. contented prove | 
With the cold relicks of a rival's love? 
Why did I fee that face to charm my breaſt ? 


; Gods ! 1f 1 have obey d your juſt ed, 
If I've deſerv'd ſome favour of your hands; 


gt — — — — — — ex > at 


Make 


ke | 


E L E 0 V. 


ke me that tame, chat eaſy fool again, 

And rid me of my knowledge and my pain: 

And you, falſe fair ! for whom fo oft I 've griev'd 
pity a wretch that begs to be deeeiv'd; 
forfwear yourſelf for one who dies for you, 

Vow, not a word of the whole charge was true; >. 
But ſcandals all, and forgeries, devis'd 

By a vain wretch neglected and deſpis d. 

| too will help to forward the deceit, 

And, to my power, contribute to the cheat. 
And thou, bold man, who think'ſ to rival me, 
For thy preſumption I could pardon thee ; 1 


Icould forgive thy lying in her arms, 


could forgive thy rifling all her charms: 
But, oh! I never can forgive the tongue 
That boaſts her favours, and proclaims my wrong. 


vroN THE SAME OCCASION. 


W H AT fury Joes diſturb my reſt * 
What hell is this within my breaſt? 
Now I abhor, and now I love; 

and each an equal torment prove. 

| ſee Celinda's cruelty, 

| ſee ſhe loves all men but me ; 

| ke her falſehood, ſee her pride, 

| ſee ten thouſand faults beſide; 

| ſee ſhe ſticks at nought that 's ill; 

Yet, oh 1 Powers! J love her ſtill, 


Others 
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| Others on precipices run, 
Which, blind with love, they cannot ſhun E 

_ I ſee my danger, ſee my ruin; 

Yet ſeck, yet court, my own undoing : 

And each new reaſon I explore 

To hate her, makes me love her more. 


THE ANTIDOTE 


W HEN I ſee the bright nymph Who my rar | 


does enthral, 


When 1 view her ſoft eyes, and her 8 air, ; 


85 Her merit ſo great, my own merit ſo ſmall, 
| It makes me adore, and it makes me r 5 


5 But when 1 conſider, ſhe ſquanders on fools 


All thoſe treaſures of beauty with which ſhe i is ord; 


My fancy it damps, my paſſion it cools, _ 
And it makes me deſpiſe what before 1 ador d. 


Thus ſometimes I deſpair, and ſometimes 1 deſpiſe: 
I love, and I hate, but I never efteem : WE. 
The paſſion grows up when I view her bright eyes, 
Which my rivals geſtroy when I look upon. them, 


| 3 wiſely does Nature things fo different unite? 5 1 


5 In ſuch odd compoſitions our ſafety is found; 
As the blood of a ſcorpion 's a cure for the bite, 


So her folly makes whole whom ber beauty does 


wound. 


ve ox! 


1 
+4 
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VPON A FAVOUR OFFERED. 


ELI A, too late you would repent ; ; 
10 The offering all your ſtore, 
b now but like a pardon ſent 

To one that 's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov! a, 
And grant the bliſs too late; 

You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
lo give me one I hate. _ 


[thought you innocent as fair, 

When firſt my court I made; 1 
But when your falſehoods plain a appear, 

My love no longer oy 5 


Your honey of thoſe 8 ſhown, 
Whoſe worth you firſt deſace, 
5 melting valued medals down, 


And giv Ing us the braſs, 


Ob, fince the ching n we beg 's a ey 
That 's priz d by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the jov, 
bctore our love 1 is s gone 7 == 


N t Yo Ly XVII. 


She ſaid as much to him before? 


I grant tis folly to believe ; 
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THE RECONCILEMENT, 


E gone, ye ſighs! be gone, ye tears! 
| Be gone, ye jealouſies and fears! 
Celinda ſwears ſhe never lov'd, 
Celinda ſwears none ever mov'd 
Her heart, but I; if this be true; 
Shall I keep company with you? 
What though a ſenſeleſs rival ſwore 


What though I ſaw him in her bed? 

I ll truft not what I ſaw, but what ſhe ſaid, 
Curſe on the prudent and the wiſe, 11 
Who ne'er believe ſuch pleaſing lies: : 

I grant ſhe only does deceive; 5 | 


But by this folly I vaſt pleaſures g gain, 
While you with all your wiſdom live 1 in pain, 


2 . 0 5 13 KE 


BETWEEN A LOVER AND 11s FRIEND, | 

SN 
[rnngevian yarns] | 

FRIEND. D 
ors thyſelf, fond youth, no more 3 
V on favours Mulus had before; p 
He had her firſt, her virgin flame, 4 
100 like a bold imwuder. came * 
le 


D, F 


f 


Tt 


A DI A O GU . 


To the cold relicks of a feaſt, 
Nhen he | at firſt had ſeriz'd the beſt. 


e 
When he, dull fot, had ſeiz'd the worle, 
[came in at the ſecond courſe; 

Tis chance that firſt makes: people love, , 
ſulgment their riper fancies move. ; 
Malus, you ſay, firit charm'd her eyes; 

fir, ſhe lov'd babies and dirt-pies; ; 

it ſhe grew wiſer, and in time 


found out the folly of thoſe toys and him. 


"FRIEND, 
wiſdom change i in love begets, 
omen, no doubt, are wondrous wits. 


Du wiſdom that now makes her change to you, „ 


hime will! make her change to others too. 


LOVER. 
] rant y you,. no man can foreſee his doom ; ; 
lu hall I grieve becauſe an ill may come? 
lt I'll allow her change, when ſhe can ſee 
A man deſerves her more than me,. 
* much as L deſerve her more than he. 


FRIEND. 
bi they with our own eyes ſee our deſert | 
o woman e'er could from her lover Part 
but, oh! they ſee not with their own,. 


re at the firſt does all your charms-increaſe, 


ll things to them are through falſe optics ſhewn, : 


Men the tube 's turn'd,. hate repreſents-them lets, 
: AAS: LOVER, 
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0k; 
Whate' er may come, I will not grieve 
For dangers that I can't believe. 
She 'Il ne'er ceaſe loving me; or if ſhe do, 
*Tis ten to one I ceaſe to love her too. 


„ 
15 G FIN old 1 ſenſeleſs 8 go, 


And with ſoft verſes court the fair; but knowl 


Wich all thy verſes, thou canſt get no more 
Than fools without one verſe have had before. 
Enrag' d at this, upon the bawd I flew, 

And that which moſt enrag'd me Was, *twas true, 


1 * FAIR MOURNER. 


IN what fad pomp the mournful charmer lies! ! i 


Does ſhe lament the victim of her eyes? 
Or would ſhe hearts with ſoft compaſſion move, 
To make them take the deeper ſtamp of love? 
| What youth ſo wiſe, ſo wary to eſcape, 
When Rigour comes, reſt up in Pity's ſhape ? 
Leet not in vain thoſe precious tears be ſhed, 
Pity the dying fair one, not the dead; 
| While you unjuſtly of the fates complain, 
I grieve as much for you, as much in vain, 
| Fach to relentleſs judges make their moan; 


: Blame not Death's cruelty, but crale your o OWN, 4 


Wh 
Ao 
ou 


d 


THE FAIR MOURNER 357 
Nile raging paſſion both our ſouls does wound, 
ſorereign balm might ſure for both be found ; 


ſould you but wipe your fruitleſs tears away, „ ? 
Ind with a Juſt compaſſion mine ſurvey. Ys _ 


ER I I 2 | 
o HIS FALSE MISTRESS. | 
; 


HOU faidft that I alone thy heart could more, 
And that for me thou wouldſt abandon Jove. 

[lr'd thee then, not with a love defil'd, | 
hit as a father loves his only child. F 15 | 
[know thee now, and though I fiercelier burn, „ = i 


eros Wy r= —— $2) 
2 // / 
EFF 


ou art become the object of my com: | | 
k what thy falſehood gets; I muſt confeſs. 'Y 
hie thee more, but I eſteem thee ons, - | 
EL EE AM. 

| LOVE AND JEALOUSY. . [ 
4 

Ho. mack are: they deceiv'd who vainly ſtrive. 
By jealous fears to keep our flames alive! EEE 

lore 's like a torch, which, if ſecur'd from blaſts, 5 et 1 
Vil faintlier burn, but then it longer laſts; | 


Hpos'd to ſtorms of jealouſy and doubt, by 15 
lic blaze grows greater, but 'tis ſooner out. 


5 YT OW 
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1 


b 


8 


PETITION, 


IN IMITATION OF CATULLUS, | 


| I 8 there a pious pleaſure ls proceeds 


From contemplation of our virtuous deeds? 


That all mean ſordid actions we deſpiſe, 


And ſcorn to gain a throne by cheats and lies? | 
Thyrſis, thou haſt ſure bleſſings laid in ſtore, 
From thy juſt dealing in this curſt amour: 
What honour can in words or deeds be ſhown, 
Which to the fair thou haſt not ſaid and done? 
On her falſe heart they all are thrown away; 
She only ſwears, more eas ly to betray. 
Ve Powers! that know the many vows ſhe broke, 


Free my juſt ſoul from this unequal yoke! 


My love boils up, and, like a raging flood, 
Runs through my veins, and taints my vital blood, 
I do not vainly beg ſhe may grow chaſte, 

Or with an equal Palio burn at laſt; 

The one ſhe cannot practiſe, though ſhe would; 

And I contemn the other, though ſhe ſhould : 
Nor aſk I vengeance on the perjur'd jilt; 

*Tis puniſhment enough to have her guilt, 

1 beg but balſam for my bleeding breaſt, 7 - 
Cure for my wounds, and from my labours reſt. 
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UPON QUITTING HIS MISTRESS, 


p e Celinda, I have borne too long, 

And, by forgiving, have increas'd my w rong: * 
Yet if there be a power in verſe to ſlack 

Thy courſe in vice, or bring fled virtue back, 

[']l undertake the taſk, howe'er ſo hard ; 

A generous action is its own reward. 

Oh! were thy virtues equal to thy charms, 

d fly from crowns to live within thoſe arms: 

But who, oh who, can e'er believe thee juſt, | 
Then ment | known falſchoods have — 4 of all traſt? | 


Farewel, falſe fair! nor ſhall I Laws ay. 

nee we muſt part, why ſhould we thus delay? 

Your love alone was what my ſoul could prize, 

und miſſing that, can all the reſt deſpiſe ; : 

let ſhould I not repent my follies paſt, 

Could you take up and grow reſerv'd at EM 
Twould pleaſe me, parted from your fatal charms, | 
lo ſee you happy in another's arms. 
Whatever threatenings fury might extort, 

Oh fear not I ſhould ever do you hurt: 

for though my former paſſion is remov'd, 

[would not injure one I once had lov'd. 

adieu ! while thus I waſte my time in vain, 

ure there are maids I might entirely gain: "I 


BIS; : 1 
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I 'I fearch for ſuch, and to the firſt that 's true, 
Reſign the heart ſo hardly freed from you. 


TO HIS MISTRESS, | 
AGAINST MARRIAGE, 3 ( 


E S, all the world _ fare agree, 
He who 's ſecur'd of having thee, - 
Wil be entirely bleſt ; Eo, I 
But 't were in me too great a wrong, „„ 
To make one who has been ſo long I ( 
My queen, my ſlave at laſt. | 
Nor ought thoſe things to be eonfin'd, 
That were for public good defign'd ; 
Could we in fooliſh pride, 
| Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 


*Twould burn our corn and graſs away, 
To ſtarve the world beſide. | 


| Let not the thoughts of parting fright. 
Two fouls, which paſſion does unite; ; 
For while our love does laſt, 
Neither will ſtrive to go away; 
And why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that love is paſt 2: 
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Jo ſpend that wealth he wants the ſenſe to get. 


E 2 1 


1 1 6 R A NM. 
"© H TL o E. 


\HLOE new-marry'd looks on men no more; | 
Why then tis ks for what ſhe look'd — 


* © 7 6 5 * M. 


c o » vs. 


J (9nXus proclaims aloud his wife 's a whore; 8 


Alas, good Cornus, what can we do more? 
Wert thou no cuckold, we might make thee one; 
But being Ns we cannot make thee none. 


E TY 8 6 . A M. 
4 * * 4 1 8. 


Taso picks quarrels when he % Sons at tines 5 


When ſober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thraſo, to ſhun thoſe ills that may enſue, 
Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. | 

* Pp : 0 R A NM. 
GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 


R Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning bend, 


T” increaſe that wealth he wants the ſoul to ſpend. 
Poor Shifter does his whole contrivanee ſet 


Hou 
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How happy would appear to each his fate, 

Had Gripe his humour, or he Gripe's eſtate! 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them if you can, 

And of two wretches make one happy man! 


TO ©: % 1 4. 


VvroN SOME ALTERATIONS IN HER FACE, 


H, Calla wha are now he grins: 
That did ſuch wondrous paſſions move: 2 
'Tiine, cruel Time, thoſe eyes diſarms, 
And blunts the feeble darts of Love, 


What malice does the tyrant bear 
To womens' intereſt, and to ours? 
Beauties in which the public ſnare, 
1 greedy villain firſt devours. 


1 Who, without tears, can ſee a prince 
+ That trains of fawning courtiers had, 
3 Abanden , left without defence? 
Nor is thy hapleſs fate leſs ſad. 
5 Thou who ſo many fools haſt known, 
And all the fools would hardly do, 
Shouldſt now confine thyſelf to one! 
And he, alas! a huſband too. 
See the ungrateful flaves, how faſt 
5 They from thy ſetting glories run; 
And in what mighty crowds they haſte 
To worſhip Flavia's rifing ſun! 


5 4 


TO: CELIA; 1863 


In vain are all the practs'd wiles, 
In vain thoſe eyes would love impart; 
Not all th' advances, all the ſmiles, 
Can move one unrelenting heart. : 


While Flavia, charming Flavia, fill 
By cruelty her cauſe maintains; 
And ſcarce vouchſafes a careleſs ſmile 


To the poor flayes that wear her chains, 


i * "al, Czlia, let them FOG; their tears; 3 
But ſure they will in time repine, 


That thou haſt not a face like hers, 


Or ſhe has not a heart like thine, 


THE RETIREMENT. 


| 9 hail. ye fields, 3 e peace attends! 


All hail, ye ſacred ſolitary groves! 


All hail, ye books, my true, my real friends, 


_ Whoſe converſation pleaſes and 1 impror es! 


Could one who tudy'd your ſublimer rules 


Become ſo mad to ſearch for joys abroad? 
To run to towns, to herd with knaves and fools, 


And undiftinguiſh' d Pals mg the crowd | 5 


One to ambitious fancy 's mode a prey, 


Thinks happineſs in great preferment lies; ; 
Nor fears for that his country to betray, 


Curt wy the fools, and laught at by the wiſe. 
* 8 Ochers, 
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Others, whom avaricious thoughts. bewitch, 
Conſume their time to multiply their gains; 
And, fancying wretched all that are not rich, 
Neglect the end of life to get the means. 


| Others, the name: of pleaſure does invite, 
All their dull time in ſenſual joys they live; . 
And hope to gain that ſolid firm delight 
By vice, which innocence alone can give. 
But how perplext, alas! is human fate l. 
I, whom nor avarice nor pleaſures more, 


Who view with ſcorn the trophies of the great, 
Vet muſt myſelf be made a ſlave to love. 


0 If this dire paſſion never will be gone, 
If beauty always muſt my heart enthral, 


. Oh! rather let me be confin'd to one, 


Than madly thus be made a prey to all! 


One who has early known the pomps of ſtate. 

( For things unknown 'tis ignorance to condemn) 33 

And after having view'd the gaudy bait, 
Can boldly ſay, The Trifle I contemn. 


In her bleſt arms contented could I live, 
Contented could J die: but oh! my mind 

I feed with fancies, and my thoughts deceive, 
With hope of things impoſſible to find. 


In women how ſhould ſenſe and beauty meet? 

I be wiſeſt men their. youth in follies ſpend; 
The beſt is he, that earlieſt finds the cheat, 

And ſees bis errors while there 's time to mend. 


THE 
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THE DESPAIRING LOVER, 


'ISTRACTED with care 


For Phyllis the fair, 
Since nothing could move her, 

Poor Damon, her lover, 
Reſolves in deſpair 

No longer to languiſh, 

Nor bear ſo much 3 
But, mad with his loy e, 2 
To a precipice goes, 

Where a leap from above 


. Would Toon h bis Woes. 


-When 4 in n rage oy came there, ED 


1 8 Beholding how ſteep 
The ſides did appear, 


And the bottom how deep; 


_ His torments projecting, : 
And fadly refleting, 
That a lover forſaken 
A new love may get, 5 
But a neck when once broken 
Can never be ſet; 
5 And, that he could die 
W. henever he would, 
4; Bur, that he could live 
But as long as he could; 
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How grievous ſoever 
The torment might grow, 
He ſcorn'd to endeavour 
To finiſh it ſo. 
But bold, unconcern'd 
At thoughts of the pain, 
He calmly return'd 
To his cottage again. 


. 


F all the torments, all the cares, 
With which our lives are curſt; 


Of all the plagues a lover bears, 

: Sure rivals are the worſt! 
: By partners, in each other kind, 

Alfflictions eaſier gro-; 

: In love alone we hate to "WY 

Companions of our woe. 


Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee 
Are labouring in my breaſt; 
1 beg not you woold favour me, 
Would you but flight the reſt! 

8 How great ſoe er your rigours are, 
Witch them alone I 'll cope; 
1 can endure my own deſpair, 
But not another s Hops. 


G. 
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eB 5 . e 
5 „ve not grieve that Nature, N 
Forming you, has done her Part; $ 
And in every ſingle feature 
Shew'd the utmoſt of her art. 


That a mighty grievance lies, 
That your heart ſhould be defended, 
Whilſt Is wound us with your eyes. 
III. 
Ie 8 ſenſeleſs inclination, 6-4 
Where no mercy 's to be found 5 
But is juſt, where kind compaſſion 
Gives 1 us Dons to heal the wound. 
IV. 
n ; 3 Cale duty, N 
To the riſing Sun inclin'd, 
Never would adore his beauty, 
But in hopes to make him kind. 


 PHYLLIS'S RESOLUTION. | 
W. 1 E N ſlaves their liberty require, . 
They hope no more to gain, N 


But you not only that defire, 2 
But ak the power to reign, 


a FE © -< 


U. Think 
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V' II. 
Think how unjuſt a ſuit you make, 
Then you will ſoon decline; 
Your freedom, when you pleaſe, pray take, 
But treſpaſs not on mine. 
. 1 
No more in vain, Alcander, crave, | 
1 ne'er will grant the thing, 
That he, who once has been my ſlave, 
Should ever be my king. | 


10 A LADY W HO HAD RESOLVED AGAINST 1 


MARRIAGE, 


TA DAM, x; cannot but congratelace 
Vour reſolution for a ſingle ſtate; 
: 13 who would live undiſturb'd and free, 
| Muſt never put on Hymen' s livery ; 
Perhaps its outſide ſeems to promiſe fair, 
But underneath is nothing elſe but care. 
If once you let the Gordian knot be ty'd, 
Which turns the name of virgin into bride ; 
That one fond act your life's beſt ſcene foregoes, 1 
And leads you in a labyrinth of woes, „ 
Wphoſe ſtrange meanders you may ſearch about, 
But never find the clue to let you out. 
The married life affords you little eaſe, 
The beſt of huſbands is ſo hard to pleaſe: 


This 
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This in wives careful faces you may ſpell, 
Though they diſſemble their misfortunes well, 

No plague 's ſo great as an ill-ruling head, 

Yet 'tis a fate which few, young ladies dread : 
For Love's inſinuating fire they fan, 
With ſweet ideas of a god-like man. 
Chloris and Phyllis glory'd in their ſwains, 
And ſung their praiſes on the neighbouring plains ; * 
Oh! they were brave, accompliſh'd, charming men, 
Angels till marry'd, but proud devils then. 
Sure ſome reſiſtleſs power with Cupid tides, 
Or we ſhould have more virgins, fewer brides; 
For ſingle lives afford the moſt content, 
Secure and happy, as they re innocent: 
bright as Olympus, crown'd with endleſs caſe, 
And calm as Neptune on the Halcyon ſeas: 
Your fleep is broke with no domeſtic cares, 
No baw ling children to diſturb your prayers ; 
No parting ſorrows to extort your tears, 
No bluſtering huſband to renew your fears! 
Therefore, dear madam, let.a friend adviſe, 
Love and its idle deity deſpiſe: 
Suppreſs wild Nature, if it dares rebel; 

There 's no ſuch thing as „leading apes | in bell.“ 
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CLELLIA: To URANIA 


A N OD x. 


. 

4 

5 

N 

1 

* 

1 9 b 

4 
— 2 


: T HE diſmal regions which no ſun beholds, I; 
Whilſt his fires roll ſome diſtant world to cher, £ 
Which in dry darkneſs, froſt, and chilling cold, = 
Spend one long portion of the dragging year, 55 
At his returning influence never knew | 
More Joy than — ſhe thinks of you, IJ 5 
Thoſe zealots, who adore the riſing "a 
Would ſoon their darling deity deſpiſe, 
And with more warm, more true devotion run, | 
To worthip nobler beams, Urania's eyes; 
Had they beheld her lovely form divine, =: 
Where rays-n more glorious, more attracting, ſhine, | n 
III. - _ 
But, ah! frail mortals, though you may admire - mn L 


At a convenient diſtance all her charms, 
Approach them, and you l feel a raging e, g 
Which ſcorches deep, and all your power diſarms: 
Thus, like th' Arabian bird, your care proceeds | 
From the bright obje& which your pleaſure breeds, 


er, 


pl 


: HOUG H Celia's born to be ador'd, 

- And Strephon to adore her born, 
In vain her pity is implor'd, | 

Who kills him twice with charms and ſcorn. 

II. | 

Fair ſaint, to your bleſt orb repair; 

Jo learn in heaven a heavenly mind; 
Thence hearken to a ſinner's prayer, 

And be leſs beauteous, or more kind. 


LOVING ONE . NEV ER SAW, 


"HOU tyrant God of Love, give 0 er, 

And perſecute this breaſt no more 
Ah! tell me why muſt every dart 
te aim'd at my unhappy heart? 
| never murmur'd or. repin'd, 
But patiently myſelf reſign d 
To all the torments, which through thee. 
Have fell, alas! on wretched me: 
But oh! I can no more ſuſtain 
This long-continued. ſtate of pain, 
Though 'tis but fruitleſs. to complain, 
My heart, firſt ſoften'd by thy power. 
de er kept its liberty an hour: 

B b 3. 
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So fond and eaſy was it grown, 
Each nymph might call the fool her on: 
So much to its own intereſt blind, 
So ſtrangely charm'd to womankind, 
That it no more belong'd to me, 
Than veſtal- virgins hearts to thee, 
lo often courted it to ſtay ; 
But, deaf to all, twould fly away. ; 


Though often, often, I diſplay'd 
Ihe turns and doubles women made. 
Nay more, when it has home return'd, 

| By ſome proud maid ill us'd and ſcorn . 
I ſtill the renegade careſt, 

And gave it harbour in my breaſt. 

O! then, with indignation fir'd 

At what before it ſo admir'd; 
With ſhame and ſorrow overcaft, 
And fad repentance for the paſt, 

A thouſand ſacred oaths it ſwore | 
Never to wander from me more; 
After chimæras ne'er to rove, 
Or run the Were chace of love. 
Thus it reſolv'd - — 
Till ſome new face again OI d 
The reſolutions it had made: 
Then how *twould flutter up and down, 
_ Eager, impatient, to be gone: 
And, though ſo often it had fail'd, 
Though vainleſs every heart aſſail' d, 


In vain to ſtop it I eſſay'd, 5 Ys . ö 


Ye 


LOVING ONE I NEVER SAW. 


Yet, lur'd by hope of new delight, 

It took again its fatal flight, 

'Tis thus, malicious deity, 1 
That thou haſt banter'd wretched me; 
Thus made me vainly loſe my time, | 
Thus fool away my youthful prime; 

And yet, for all the hours I ve loſt, 

And fighs, and tears, thy bondage coſt, 
Ne'er did thy flave thy favours bleſs, 

Or crown his paſſion with ſucceſs. 
Well—fince *tis doom'd that I muſt find 
No love for love from womankind ; 

Since I no pleaſure muſt obtain, 

Let me at leaft avoid the pain : 

80 weary of the chace I'm grown, 

That with content I'd fit me down, 

Enjoy my book, my friend, my cell, 

And bid all womankind farewel. 

Nay, alk for all I felt before, 

Only to be diſturb'd no more. 

Yet thou {to my complainings os 

Will give my torments no relief ; 

But now, ev'n now, thou. mak” | me die, 
And love I know not whom, nor why, 5 
ln every part I feel the fire, 

And burn with fancifel deſire; ol 
From whence can love its. magic draw! 
doat on her, I never ſaw : 

And who, but lovers, can expreſs 

This frange, myſterious tenderneſs : 
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And yet methinks 'tis happier ſo, 
Than whom it is I love to know: 
Now my unbounded notions rove, 
And frame ideas to my love. 
J fancy I ſhould ſomething find, 
Diviner both in face and mind, 
Than ever nature did beſtow 
On any creature here below. 
I fancy thus Corinna walks, 
That thus ſhe ſings, ſhe looks, ſhe talks. 
Sometimes I ſigh, and fancy then, 
That, did Corinna know my pain, 
Could ſhe my trickling tears but ſee, 


She would be kind and pity me. e 0 
Thus thinking I 've no cauſe to grieve, GE ED 
I pleaſingly myſelf deceive; 2 Le 
And ſure am happier far than he e 

Who knows the very truth can be. B 
Then, gentle Cupid, let me neer 2 1 T 
See my imaginary fair: mV 
Left ſhe ſhould be more heavenly bright 4 A 
Than can be reach'd by Fancy's height: = 3 
Left (when I on her beauty gaze, 3; 


Confounded, loſt in an amaze ; 


1 My trembling lips and eyes ſhould rely 
*Tis her I dare to love fo well); 


She, with an angry, ſcornful eye, | 
Or ſome unkind, ſevere reply, 


My hopes of bliſs ſhould overcaſt, 
And wy preſuming paſſion blaſt. 
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f but in this thou kind wilt prove, 
And let mie not ſee her I love, 

Thy altars proftrate I Il adore, _ 
And call thee tyrant-god no more, 5 


7 


PASTORAL ECLOGUES, 
„„ 


| DAPHNE. 


IC 111 A N Muſe, my humble voice inſpire 

To ſing of Daphne's charms and Damon's fire. 
Long had the faithful ſwain appr his grief, 
And, fince he durft not hope, ne'er 1 a relief. 
But at th' arrival of the fatal day : 
That took the nymph and all his ; joys away; * 
With dying looks he gaz'd upon the fair, 
And what his tongue could not, his eyes declare: 


Jin with deep fighs, as if his heart. ſtrings broke, 


Preſſing her hand, ole: tender Tongs, he OE: 5 
DAMON, - 


TY lov ely nymph! behold your lover OI | 
And view that paſſion which you Il not return. 
As no nymph's charms did ever equal thine, 

So no ſwain's love did ever equal mine: 
How happy, fair, how happy ſhould I be, 
M ignt 1 but ſacrifice myſelf for thee 5 
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Could I but pleaſe thee with my dying verſe, 
And make thee ſhed one tear upon my hearſe 


DAPHNE, | 
Too free an offer of that love you make, 

Which now, alas, I have not power to take: 
Your wounds 1 cannot, though I would, relieve; 
Puhaon has all the love that I can give, 

Had you among the reſt at firſt aflailldd 

My heart, when free, you had, perhaps, prev ail'd, 

Now if you blame, oh, blame not me, but Fate, 


That never dos ek you till *twas | gs too late, 


DAMON, 


Had the fates brou ght me then, too charming fair, 


I cantd not hope, and now I muſt deſpair. 
 Rul'd by your friends, you quit the lover's dame, 
For flocks, for paſtures, for an empty name. 
Let though the bleſt poſſeſſion fate denies, 

Oh let me gaze for ever on thoſe eyes: 

So juſt, ſo true, fo innocent 's my flame, 

T1 hat Phaon, did he ſce it, could not blame. 


DAPHNE, 

Such generous ends I know you ſtill purſue, 
What I can do, be ſure I will for you, 
If on efteem or pity you can live, 

Or hopes of more, if I had more to give, 

Thoſe you may have, but cannot have my heart: 
And fince we now perhaps for ever part, 
Such noble tboughits through all your life expreſs 
| May make the value more, the pity leſs, 


DA MON. 
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—— 


| DAMON. 
Can you then go? Can you for ever part, 

{Ye Gods! what ſhivering pains ſurround my heart 1) 
And have one thought to make your pity leſs? 

Ah Daphne, could I half my pangs expreſs, 

You could not think, though hard as rocks you were, 
Your pity ever could too great appear, 

{ ne'er ſhall be one moment free from pain, 

Till I behold thoſe charming eyes again, 
When gay diverſions do your thoughts employ, | : 
would not come to interrupt the joy; 

But when from them you ſome ſpare moment find, 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind! 5 
Think with what heart I ſhall behold the green, 
Where I ſo oft thoſe charming eyes have ſeen! _ 
Think with what grief [ walk the groves alone, 
When you, the glory of them all, are gone! 
Yet, oh! that little time you have to fe 

Let me ſtill ſpeak, and gaze my ſoul away! 
But ſee my paſſion that ſmall aid denies ; 
Grief Hops my tongue, and tears o'erflow my eyes. 


—— 2 — 


N 22 « -<— 


= rr, — — — Slk_n - 
. — . ————— 
— —— = — - == 


2 TOTO OS — WIE 
Y ——— ˙ nn Hr noe RE He. 
—_— — ITT 
— * = 


n 


— — —— 
— — — 


— — — 
— — 


— —— 
— — 


- — - 


_ ——_ - 88 — 
* 3 , — 
—— — — 8 my — = — —— . — 
Err... . ͤ— Au —— — 


1 
3 
—— — . 


2 N —— 
4 — B — 2 
ä— *,! —— — 42224 


* U 1 0 U 1 


0 AL ATE 


"HY RSIS, the gayeſt one of all the 1 
Who fed their flocks upon th' Arcadian plains; 
X White love's mad paſſion quite devour'd his heart, 
And the coy nymph that caus d, negleets his ſmart; 
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Strives in low numbers; ſuch as ſhepherds aſe, 
If not to move her breaſt, his own amuſe. 

You, Chloris, who with ſcorn refuſe to ſee 

'The mighty wounds that you have made on me; ; 
Vet cannot ſure with equal pride diſdain, 
To hear an humble hind of his complain. 


Now while the flocks and herds to ſhades retire, 15 


While the fierce ſun ſets all the world on fire; 


5 Through burning fields, through rugged braſtes 1 rove, 


And to the hills and woods declare my love. 
How ſmall 's the heat! how eaſy is the pain 
I feet without, to that I feel within! 
Yet ſcornful Galatea will not hear, 
But from my ſongs and pipe ſtill turns her ear: 
Not ſo the ſage Coriſea, nor the fair : 8 5 
Climena, nor rich Ægon's only care; 
From them my ſongs a juſt compaſſion drew ; | 
And they ſhall have them, fince contemn'd by you. 
Why name I them, when ev'n chaſte Cynthia W 8, 
And Pan himſelf, to liſten to my lays? 
Pan, whoſe ſweet pipe has been admir'd ſo long, 
Has not diſdain'd ſometimes to hear my ſong: 
Yet Galatea ſcorns whate' er I ſay, 
And Galatea's wiſer ſure than they. 


Relentleſs nymph ! can nothing move. your mind? Y 


Muſt you be deaf, becauſe you are unkind? 
Though you diſlike the ſubje& of my lays, 5 

Vet ſure the ſweetneſs of my voice might pleaſe. 

It is not thus that you dull Mopſus uſe; ; 

His ſongs divert you, though you mine refuſe : 


r 
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yet 1 could tell you, fair-one, if I would, 3 
(And fince you treat me thus, methinks I ſhould) 
What the wiſe Lycon ſaid, when in yon' plain 
He ſaw him court in hope, and me in vain; 
Forbear, fond youth, to chace a heedleſs fair, 
Nor think with well-tun'd verſe to pleaſe her ear; 
Seck out fome other nymph, nor e'er repine 
That one who likes his ſongs, ſhould fly from thine, - 
Ah, Eycon.} ah! your rage falſe dangers forms; 
"Tis not his ſongs, but tis his fortune charms: 
Yet, ſcornful maid, in time you'll find thoſe toys 
Can yield no real, no fubſtantral joys ; 
In vain his wealth, his titles gain eſteem, 
If for all that you are aſham'd of him, 
Ah, Galatea, would'ſt thou turn thoſe eyes, 


Would'ſt thou but once vouchſafe to hear my eries 2 A Y 8 


In ſuch ſoft notes I would my pains impart, 
As could not fail to move thy rocky heart; | 
With fuch ſweet ſongs I would thy fame make known, 
As Pan himſelf might not diſdain to own. 
Oh could'ſt thou, fair-one, but contented be 
To tend the ſheep, and chace the hares, with me; 
To have thy praiſes echo'd. through the groves, 
And paſs thy days with one who truly loves: 
Nor let thoſe: gaudy toys thy heart ſurprize, 
Which the fools envy, and the ſage deſpiſe. 

But Galatea ſcorns my humble flame, 
| And neither aſks my fortune, nor my name. 
Of the beſt cheeſe my well-ſtor'd dairy 's full, 
And my ſoft ſheep produce the fineſt wool ; 
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'The richeſt wines of Greece my vineyards yield, 
And ſmiling crops of grain adorn my field. 


Ah, fooliſh youth! in vain thou boaſt'ſt thy ſtore, L 


Hare what thou wilt, if Mopſus ſtill has more. 
See whilſt thou ſing'ſt, behold her haughty pride, 
With what diſdain ſhe turns her head aſide! 

Oh, why would Nature, to our ruin, PO. | 

A tiger's heart, with ſuch an angel's face? 


Ceaſe, ſhepherd, ceaſe, at laſt thy fruitleſs moan z 


Nor hope to gain a heart already gone. 

While rocks and caves thy tuneful notes reſound, 

See how thy corn lies wither'd on the ground! 
The hungry wolves devour thy fatten'd lambs ; 
And bleating for the young makes lean the dams. 
Take, ſhepherd, take thy hook, thy flocks purſue, | 
And when one fh proves cruel, find a new. : 


* 6 LO6GU E III. 
DAM: 0 N. Dh. 
| TAKEN FROM THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE OF VIRGIL. 


A E, O Phoſphorus! and bring the day, 

While J in ſighs and tears conſume away; 

Deceiv'd with flattering hopes of Niſa's love; 

And to the gods my vain petitions move: 

Though hay * ve done nothing to prevent my « death, 

I ell yet invoke them with my dying breath. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian firajns. 
Arcadia 's famous for its ſpacious plains, 

Its whiſtling pine- trees, and its ſhady groves, 

And often bears the ſwains lament their loves. | 

| Great 
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Great Pan upon its mountains feeds his goats, 

Who firſt taught reeds to warble rural notes. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian ſtrains. 7 

Mopſus weds Niſa! oh, well-ſuited pair! 

When he ſucceeds, what lover can deſpair ? 

After this match, let mares and griffins breed; 

And hounds with hares in friendly conſort feed, 

Go, Mopſus, go; provide the bridal cake, 

And to thy bed the blooming virgin take: 

In her ſoft arms thou ſhalt ſecurely reſt, 

Behold, the evening comes to make thee bleſt * 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian ſtrains. 
Oh, Niſa, happy in a lovely choice! 

While you with ſcorn neglect my pipe and voice ; ; 

While you deſpiſe my humble ſongs, my herd, 

My ſhaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard; 

While through the plains diſdainfully you mor e. : 

And think no ſhepherd can deſerve your love ; "I 

Mopſus alone can the nice virgin win, 

With charming perſon, and with graceful mien, 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains, 

When firſt I ſaw you on thoſe fatal plains, 

T reach'd you fruit; your mother too was there; 

Scarce had you {cen the thirteenth ſpring appear: 

Yet beauty's buds were opening in your face; 

I g22'd, and bluſhes did your charms increaſe. 

"Tis love, thought I, that 's riſing in her breaſt ; 

Alas, your paſſion, by my own, I yu; 

Then upon truſt I fed the raging pains. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian ſtrains. : 
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Oh, love | TI know thee now; thou ow'ft thy birth 


Io rocks; ſome craggy mountain brought thee forth: 


Nor is it human blood that fills thy veins, 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th* Arcadian ſtrains. 
Relentleſs love to bold Medea ſhow'd, 

To ſtain her guilty hands in children's blood, 
Was ſhe more cruel, or more wicked he? 
He was a wicked counſellor, a cruel. mother ſhe. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian ſtrains. 


Now let the ſcreech-owls vie with. warbling ſwans ;. 


Upon hard oaks let bluſhing peaches grow, 

And from the brambles liquid amber flow. 

The harmleſs wolves the ravenous ſheep ſhall ſhun;. 
And valiant deer at fearful greyhounds run: 

Let the ſea riſe, and overflow the plains. 

Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian . 
Adieu, ye flocks; no more ſhall I purſue! 
Adieu, ye groves ;. a long, a long adieu! 


And you, coy nymph, who all my vows diſdain, 


Take this laſt preſent from a dying ſwain. 

Since you diſlike whate'er in life I ſaid, 
Vou may be pleas d, perhaps, to hear I'm dead: 
This leap ſhall put an end to all my pains. 


0 Now ceaſe, my Muſe, now ceaſe th' Arcadian rains. 


Thus Damon ſung while on the cliff he ſtood,. 
Then headlong plung'd into the raging flood. 
All with united grief the loſs bemoan, 

Except the authoreſs of his fate alone, 

Who hears it with an unrelenting breaft.. 

Ab, cruel. nymph! Lochen your ſcorns at teat 


| How | 
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How much ſoe er you may the love deſpiſe, 
Tis barbarous to inſult « on one that dies. 


1 8 1, 0 % 0K IV. 
5 L TE 0M 


TREPHON and Damon' s flocks 3 fed, 

' Two charming ſwains as e'er Arcadia bred ; 

Both fam'd for wit, and fam'd for beanty both; 
Both in the luſtre of their blooming youth : 

No ſullen cares their tender thoughts remove, 

No paſſions diſcompoſe their ſouls, but love. 

Once, and but once alone, as ftory goes, 
Between the youths a fierce diſpute aroſe ;. 

Not for the merit of their tuneful lays _ 


{Though both deſery d, yet both deſpis'd, that praiſe 13 VE 


Bur for a cauſe of greater moment far, 

That merited a lover's utmoſt care. 

Each ſwain the prize of beauty ſtrove to gain, 

For the bright ſhepherdeſs that caus'd his pain, 
Lycon they choſe, the difference to decide, 
Lycon, for prudence and ſage counſel try'd ; 

Who love's myſterious arts had ſtudy'd = „„ 
And taught, when old, what he had practis'd younge. 
For the diſpute chic verſe they chooſe, 5 
Alternate verſe delights che rural Muſe. 


Sinz. To Flavia, lov e, thou juſtly | ow'ſt the prize, 
| She owns thy power, nor does thy laws reprove. 
Dau. Though Sylvia, for herſelf, love's power deves, 
What crow ds of vailals has ſhe made to love! 


STREP, 
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SrRET. When Flavia comes attir'd for rural games, 
Fach curl, each flower ſhe wears, a charm expreſs, 
Dam. Sylvia, without a foreign aid, inflames ; | 

Charm'd with her eyes, we never mind her dieß. 

STREP. Have vou ſeen Flavia with her flaxen hair? 
| She ſeems an image of the queen of love! 
Dam. Sylvia's dark hair like Leda's locks appear, | 
And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Joye, 


SET. Flavia by crouds of lovers is admir'd; 


Happy that youth who ſhall the fair enjoy! 
Dam, Sylvia neglects her lovers, lives retir'd; 
_ Happy, that could her lonely thoughts employ ! 


_ STREP, Flavia, where-c'er ſhe comes, the ſwains ſub- i 


dues, my | 
And every ſmile he gives conveys a dart. 


Dau. Sylvia the ſwains with native coldneſs views, | 


And yet what ſhepherd can defend his heart? 
_ STREP. Flavia's bright beauties in an inſtant ſtrike ; 'Z 
| Gazers, before they think of it, adore. 
Dau. Sylvia's ſoft charms, as ſoon as ſeen, we like; 
But ſtill the more we think, we love the more. 
' STREP, Who is ſo ſtupid, that has Flavia ſeen, 
As not to view the nymph with vaſt delight ? 
Dau. Who has ſeen Sylvia, and ſo ſtupid been, ; 
As to remember any other ſight ? 


STREP, What thoughts has Flavia, when with care iN | 


views 
Her charming graces in the 805601 lakes? 

Dau. To ſee hers, Sylvia need no mirrors aſe; 1 
She ſees them by the conqueſts that ſhe makes. 


| SrTREP. , 
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srxkr. With what aſſurance Flavia walks the plains! 


| She knows the nymphs muſt all their lovers yield. 


Dau. Sylvia with bluſhes wounds the gazing ſwains, 


And while ſhe ſtrives to fly, ſhe wins the field. 
RET. Flavia at firſt young Melibœus lov'd ; 

For me ſhe did that charming youth forſake. 
Dau. Sylvia's relentleſs heart was never mov'd; 

Gods! that I might the firſt impreſſion make! 


STREP. Should Flavia hear that Sylvia vy'd with her ; f | 


What indignation would the charmer ſhow ! ! | 
Da u. Sylvia would Flavia to herſelf prefer : 
There we alone her judgment diſallow. 
STREP, If Sylvia's charms with Flavia's can compare, 
Why is this crowded ſtill, and that alone? 
Dau. Becauſe their ways of life ſo different are; 
" Flavia 288 all men hopes, and N none. 


Lrcon. Shepherds, enough; now y ceaſe your amorous | 5 


war; 

Or too "ik heat may carry both too far; I 

I well attended the diſpute, and find _ 

Both nymphs have charms, but each in different kind. 

Flavia deſerves more pains than ſhe will colt; 

As eaſily got, were ſhe not eaſily loſt. 

Sylvia is much more difficult to gain ; 

But, once poſſeſs'd, will well reward the pain. 

We wiſh them Flavias all, when firſt we burn; 

But, once poſſeſs'd, wiſh they would Sylvias turn. 

And, by the different charms in each expreſt, 

One we ſhould fooneſt love, the other belt. 
3 SR 7 ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE v. 


„„ 


LAM EN TIN THE DEATH OP MRS, TEMPEST, WHo | 


DIED UPON THE DAY OF THE GREAT STORM, 


7B als feats, who aol your days and nights 
| In Love's fincere and innocent delights ! 
Ye tender virgins, who with pride diſplay 
' Your beauty's ſplendor, and extend your ſway ! 
Lament with me! with me your ſorrows join! 
And mingle your united tears with mine! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! ! 
| Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more! 
Begin, my Muſe! begin your mournful ſtrains! 
Tell the fad tale through all the hills and plains! 
Tell it through every lawn and every grove! 


Where flocks can wander, or where ſhepherds rove! 


Bid neighbouring rivers tell the diſtant ſe, 
And winds from pole to pole the news convey! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more! 
Tiis done, and all obey the mournful Muſe! 


See, hills, and plains, and winds, have heard the news! 


The foaming ſea o'erwhelms the frighten'd ſhore,. 
The vallies tremble, and the mountains roar.. 

See lofty oaks from firm foundations torn, 
And ſtately towers in heaps of ruin moura! 
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The gentle Thames, that rarely paſſion knows, 
cells with this ſorrow, and her banks o'erflows : 


What ſhrieks are heard! what groans! what dying erics! 


pr'n nature's ſelf in dire convulſions lies! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, they all deplore! 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more! 
0! why did I ſurvive the fatal day, 
That ſnatch'd the joys of all my life nol | 
Why was not I beneath ſome ruin loſt? 
Sunk in the ſeas, or ſhipwreck'd on the coaſt? 
Why did the Fates ſpare this devoted head? 
Why did I live to hear that thou wert dead ? 
By thee my griefs were calm'd, my torments eas d; 
Nor knew I pleaſure but as thou wert pleas d. 
Where ſhall J wander now, diftreſs'd, alone? * 
What uſe have I of life, now thou art gone . 
| have no uſe, alas! but to deplore 
Delia, the pride of Beauty, now no more! 

What living nymph is bleſt with equal graee? 
All may diſpute, but who can filf thy place? 
What lover in his miſtreſs hopes to find 
A form ſo lovely, with ſo bright a mind? 
Doris may boaſt a face divinely fair, 

But wants thy ſhape, thy motions, and thy Hire. 
Lucinda has thy ſhape, but not thoſe eyes, 
That, while they did th' admiring world furprize, 
Diſclss'd' the ſecret luſtre of the mind; TE 
And ſeem'd each lover's inmoſt tlioughts to find... 
Others, whoſe beauty yielding ſwains confeſs, . 

I indiſcretion make their conqueſt leſs. 
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Extoll'd thy virtues in immor tal rhyme. 8 
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And want Po conduct and obliging wit 
To fix thoſe ſlaves who to their chains ſubmit, 
As ſome rich tyrant hoards an uſeleſs ſtore, | 
That would, well plac'd, inrich a thouſand more: 
So didit thou keep a crowd of charms retir'd 
Would make a thouſand other nymphs admir'd, 
Gay, modeſt, artieſs, beautiful and young, 
Slow to reſolve ; in reſolution ſtrong ; 
| To all obliging, yet reſerv'd to all; 
None could himſelf the favour' d lover call: 
That which alone could make his hopes endure, 
Was, that he ſaw no other ſwain ſecure. 
Whither, ah! whither are thoſe graces fled ? | 
: Down to the dark, the melancholy ſhade? _ 
Now, ſhepherds, now lament! and now deplore l | 
: Delia 1 is dead, and beauty is no more! ö 
Por thee each tuneſul ſwain prepar'd his lays, 
; Uis fame exalting while he ſung thy praiſe. 
Thyrſis, in gay and eaſy meaſures, ſtrove 
To charm thy ears, and tune thy ſoul to love: 
| Menalcas, in his numbers more ſublime, _ 


 Glycon whole ſatire kept the world in awe, 
Soften'd his ſtrain, when firſt thy charms he ſaw, 
Confeſs'd the goddeſs who new-form'd his mind, 
Proclaim'd thy beauties, and forgot mankind. : 
| Ceaſe, ſhepherd, ceaſe; the charms you __ are fled, f 
The glory of our blaſted iſle is dead. R 


Now join your griefs with mine! Pp now . 
Delia. the Pride of e now no more! 
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Pehold where now ſhe lies depriv'd of breath! 
Charming though pale, and beautiful in death! 
A troop of weeping Virgins by her fide; 
With all the pomp of woe and ſorrows pride! 
0, early loſt! O, fitter to be led 
n chearful ſplendor to the bridal- bed, 

Than thus conducted to th untimely TY 

A ſpotleſs virgin in her beauty's bloom f 
Whatever hopes ſuperior merit gave, 

Let me, at leaſt, embrace thee in the grave; 

On thy cold lips imprint a dying kiſs: 

0 that thy coyneſs could refuſe me this! 
Such melting tears upon thy limbs I *ll pour, 


Shall thaw their numbneſs, and thy warmth reſtore, 
Claſpt to my glowing breaſt, thou may'ſ revive; _ 
I'll breathe ſuch tender ſighs ſhall make thee liv e. 8 


Or, if ſeverer fates that aid deny, 

If thou canſt not revive, yet I may die. 

ln one cold grave together may be laid. 

The trueſt lover and the lovelieſt maid. 

Then ſhall I ceaſe to grieve, and not before; 3 

Then ſhall I ceaſe fair Delia to deplore. 
But ſee, thoſe dreadful objects diſappear !. 


The ſun ſhines out, and all the heavens are clear: 


The warring winds are huſh'd, the ſea ſerene ; „ 
And nature, ſoften'd, ſhifts her angry ſcene, 
What means this ſudden change ? methinks I hear 
Melodious muſic from the heavenly ſphere ! LT 
Liten, ye ſhepherds, and devour the ſound ! 
Mien. the ſaint, the lovely ſaint, 3 is crown'd |: 


Cog wann. 
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While we, miſtaken in our joy and grief, 
Bewail her fate, who wants not our relief: 
From the pleas'd orbs ſhe views us here below, 
And with kind pity wonders at our woe. | 
Ah, charming faint ! fince thou art blefs'd aboue, 
| Indulge thy lovers, and forgive their love. 
Forgive their tears, who preſs'd with grief and care, 


Peel 5 thy | Joys, but feel their own —— V- 


HORACE, ODE UI. BOOK u 


I rar. 175. 


| 4. 
5 T' H E man that J reſolute and TY 
Firm to his principles and truſt z 

Nor hopes nor fears can blind ; 

No paſſions his deſigns control, 

Not Love, that tyrant of the foul, 

ö Can ſhake bus eady mind, 

| II. 

Not parties for revenge engag "My 

c Nor threatenings of a court enrag * 

Nor ſtorms where fleets deſpair; 
Not thunder pointed at his head; 

Ihe ſhatter'd world may ſtrike * dead. 

* touch his ſoul with fear. 


5 
From this the 8 glory roſe, 


By this the Romans aw'd their foes: 


PEE EEE 
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Theſe were the paths their heroes trod, . 
Theſe acts made Hercules a god; 


And — Naſſau a 1 8 


Firm on the rolling deck he food, 
Unmov'd, beheld the breaking flood, 
With blackening ſtorms combin'd. 
Y *« Virtue, he cry'd, will force its way; 
„he wind may for a while delay, e 

Not alter our deſign. SE 

V. | 

The men whom ſelfiſh hopes inflame, 
« Or vanity allures to fame, - _ 
May be to fears betray d: 
But here a church for ſuceour flies, 


Inſulted law expiring lies, 


« And loudly calls for aid. 
| VI. 


. Ya Britons; yes, i da zeal, 
« come, the wounded heart to heal, 
„The wounding hand to bind: 
See tools of arbitrary ſway, 
And prieſts, like locuſts, ſcout * 

20 Before the weſtern wind, 
OS 
be. {Law ſhall again her force reſume; 
Religion, clear'd from clouds of Rome, 
With brighter rays advance. 
The Britiſh fleet ſhall rule the deep, 
The Britiſh youth, as rous'd from fleep, ; 

* Strike terror into YI” | 

20 Cc 4 
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„ She ſhall loſt Italy reſtore, 
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TT Wm © 
Ce | Nor ſhall theſe promiſes of fate = 
« Be limited to my ſhort date: = 
When I from cares withdraw, 
„ Still ſhall the Britiſh ſceptre ſtand, 
« Still flouriſh in a female hand, 
: 0s And to | mankind give law. 
IX. 
a She mall domeſtic foes unite, 
Monarchs beneath her flags ſhall fight, 
„ Whole armies drag her chain: 


4 Shall make th' imperial eagle ſoar, 
756: And = 2 * to TO 1 


e But know, theſe FE wo are given, | 
„ Theſe great rewards impartial heaven 
Does on theſe terms decree; 

ed 7 hat, ſtrictly puniſhing mens faults, | 
« You let their conſciences and thoughts 

40 Reſt abſolutely tree, 
XI. 

« Let no ) falſe politics confine, _ 
In narrow bounds, your vaſt deſign 
To make mankind unite; 
% Nor think it a ſufficient cauſe 

„To puniſh man by penal laws, 
“For not believing right, 
* 8 5 

55 Rome, whoſe blind zeal deſtroys mankind; * 

* Rome's ſons ſhall your compaſſion find, 3 
Who ne'er compeliics, k knew. « By 
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« By nobler actions theirs condemn : : 
« For what has been reproach din them, 
0 Can ne er be prais d in you.” 
i 
T heſe fabjects ſuit not with the lyre 
Muſe! to what height doſt thou _ 
Pretending to rehearſe 
The thoughts of gods, and god-like kings! $ 
Ceaſe, ceaſe to leſſen lofty things 
By mean ignoble verſe, 


THE GOLDEN AGE RESTORED, 705. 


AN IMITATION OF THE FOURTH ECLOGUE 


| OF: FIRGILt 


SUPPOSED To HAVE B E EN TAKEN FROM _ 


SIBYLLINE PROPHECY. 
Bed IR Pauld majora canamus,” 


\ICILIAN Muſe, begin a loftier Light ; 

Not all in trees and lowly ſhrubs aelight : : 
Or if your rural ſhades you ftill purſue, 
Make your: ſhades fit for able ſtzteſmens view. ” 


The time is come, by ancient Bards foretol, 
Reſtoring the Saturnian age of gold; 
The vile, degenerate, whiggiſh Ape ends, 
A high-church progeny. trom heaven deſcends, 


0 learned 


* 
— . Hae iid . 


= 


O learned Oxford, ſoars no frered AY 
To nurſe the. glorious breed, how thy own Bromley 
reigns. 
And thou great Scarſdale, aacling of this land, 
DPoſt foremoſt in that fam'd commiſſion ſtand ;- 
Whoſe deep remarks the liſtening world admires, 
| By whoſe auſpicious care old Ranelagh expires, 
Your mighty genius no ſtrict rules can bind; 
Vou puniſh men for crimes, which you want Fan to find, | 
Senates ſhall now like holy ſynods be, = 
And holy ſynods ſenate- like agree. 
Monmouth and Moſtyn here inſtru the out, - 
here Bincks and Kimberley maintain the ſacred truth, 
Powis and Hamlin here, with equal claim 
Through wide Weſt-Saxon realms extend their fame; 1 


There Birch and Hooper right divine convey, 


Nor treat their biſhops in a human way. 
Nou all our factions, all our fears ſhall' ceaſe, 

| Sud Tories rule the promis 'd land in peace, 

Malice ſhall die, and noxious poiſons fail, 
Harley ſhall ceaſe to trick, and Seymour ceaſe to rall 
The lambs ſhall with the lions walk unhurt, 


And Halifax and Howe meet civilly at court. 


Viceroys, like Providence, with diſtant care, 
Shall govern kingdoms where they ne'er e P 
Pacific admirals, to ſave the fleet, 
Shall fly from conqueſt, and ſhall conqueſt m meet : : 
Commanders ſhall be prais'd at William's coſt, 
nd honoge be retriey'd before tis loſt, 3, 
8 5 | | Brereron 


Prereton and Burnaby the court ſhall grace, 
And Howe ſhall not diſdain to ſhare a Pee. 
Forgotten Molyneux and Maſon now 
Revive and ſhine again in Fox and Howe. 
But as they ſtronger grow and mend their ſtrain, 
By choice examples of King Charles's reign; 


Bold Bellaſis and patriot D' Avenant then, 


One ſhall employ the ſword, and one the pen: . 
Troops ſhall be led to plunder, not to fight, 
The tool of faction ſhall to peace invite, 


And foes to union be employ'd the kingdoms to unite, J 


Yet till ſome Whigs among the peers are found, 

Like brambles flouriſhing in barren ground. 
Somers malicioufly employs his care 

To make the lords the legiſlature ſhare, _ 

| Burnet declares how French dragooning roſe, 

And biſhops perſecuting bills oppoſe : 

| Till Rocheſter's * cool temper ſhall be fir'd, 


8 And North's and Nartingham's . reaſonings be 


admir d. 
But when a time FI counſels mall mature, 
And freſh removes have made the game ſecure ; 
When Somerſet and Devonſhire give place. 


To Wyndham's Bradford, and to Richmond's Leach 


Both converts great; when juſtice is reſin d, 
And corporations garbled to their mind; 


Before them hated moderation flies, 
Aud anti- chriſtian toleration. dies. 


* Biſhop Sprats 
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"Then paſſive doctrines ſhall with <a riſe, A 


* 


Granville 


366 WALSH'S POEMS. 


Granville ſhall ſeize the long- expected chair, 

— Godolphin to ſome country ſeat repair; 

Pembroke from all employments be debarr'd, 

; And Marlborough, for ancient 9 receive bis juſt 

reward. . 

France, that this happy W 60 wiſely hs begun, 

5 Shall bleſs the great deſign, and "bid 4 it ſmoothly run. 

Come on, young James's ende this 1 1s the time. = 
Come on; 

Receive juſt honours, and end the chrone. 

Boldly your loyal principles maintain, ; 

Hedges now rules the ftate, and Rooke the main, 
Grimes is at hand the members to reward, 

And troops are truſted to your own Gerhard. 

The faithful club aſſembles at the Vine, 

And French intrigues are broach'd o'er Engliſh » wine, 


Freely the ſenate the defign proclaims, 


Affronting William, and applauding James. 


Good ancient members, with a ſolemn face, 


Propoſe that ſafety give to order place; 
And what they dare not openly diſſuade, 
Is by expedients ineffeRual made. 
Eva Finch and Mulgrave, whom the court careſs, 
Exalt its praiſes, but its power depreſs ; 
And, that impartial juſtice may be n 
Confirm to friends what they refus'd the Queen. 


Biſhops who moſt advanc'd good James's cauſe | 


In church and ſtate, now reap deſerv'd applauſe : 
a While thoſe who rather made the Tower their choice, A 


Are 80 d unchtiſtian by che nation's voice. 5 
Avow'dly 
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 Avow'dly now St. David's cauſe they own, | 
And James's votes for ſimony atone. 
Archbiſhop Kenn ſhall from Long-Leat be drawn, 
While firm Nonjurors from behind ſtand I for 
„ 
5 And thou; great Weymouth, to reward thy charge, 
| Shalt ſail to Lambeth in his Grace's barge. 
See by baſe rebels James the Juſt betray'd, | 
See his three realms by vile uſurpers ſway'd ; 

Then fee with joy his lawful heir reſtor'd, 

And erring nations own their injur'd lord. 

O would kind heaven ſo long my life maintain, ; 

Inſpiring raptures worthy ſuch a reign! 

Not Thracian Saint John ſhould with me contend, 
Nor my ſweet lays harmonious Hammond's mend 
Not though young D'Avenant, Saint John ſhould protect, : 

5 Or the ſhrewd DoRor, Hammond's lines correR. 95 
Nay, ſhould Tredenham in St. Mawes compare his 7 
. ſongs to mine, 


Tredenham, though St. Mawes were judge. his rel 
ſmould reſign, 
Prepare, auſpicious youth, thy friends. to meet ; . 
Sir George * already has prepar'd the fleet. 
Should rival Neptune (who with envious mind 
5 In times of danger ſtill this chief confin'd) 
Now ſend the gout, the hero to diſgrace, 
8 Honeſt George Churchill may ſupply his _ 


* Rook, | 
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